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The  large  IndiAment  llands  before  my  View, 

Drawn  forth  by  Confcience,  moft  amazing  true ; 

And  fill’d  with  Secrets  hid  from  human  Eye, 

When,  foolilh  Man  ! thy  God  llood  witnefs  by. 

Then,  oh,  thou  Majefty  divindy  great, 

Accept  the  fad  Confeflions  I repeat ; ’ 

For  thine’s  the  contrite  Spirit,  thine’s  an  Heart 
Öpprefled  with  Sorrow,  brokc  with  inward  Smart ; 

That  at  thy  Foot-ftool  in  Confdfion  Ihows 

How  well  its  faultt,  how  well  the  Judge  it  hnow».  . 

Parnell. 


iLontion ; 

FUNrEOrOR  T.  CADELL,  JU  N.  AND  W.  DAVIEJ  (SÜCCEISOEF 
TO  MR.  CAOELL),  in  THE  STRAND. 
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OF  THK 

EDITOR. 


Sentimental  works  and  books  whlch  tend  to 
promote  the  knowledge  of  the  human  heart,  being, 
at  prefent,  read  with  fo  much  avidity,  the  fubfe- 
quent  Journal  may  hope  to  be  not  entirely  unaccept- 
able  to  many  a feeling  and  fenfible  heart. 

Thus  much,  at  leaft,  is  certain,  and  it  has  fre- 
quently  been  repeated  by  keen-fighted  obfervers, 
that  a faithful  and  circumftantial  moral  hiftory  of 
the  moft  common  and  unromantic  chara£ler  is  infi- 
nitely  more  important,  and  fitter  for  improving  the 
human  heart,  than  the  moft  extraordinary  and  in- 
tcrefting  Novel.  The  number  of  thofe  that  may 
cxpe£l  to  deriye  a real  and  lafting  moral  benefit  from 
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the  former,  are  as  thoufand  to  onc,  if  compared 
with  thofe  that,  perhaps,  may  reap  the  fame  ad- 
vantage  from  the  latter.  Few  only  are  called  to  bc- 
come  heroes  on  the  public ßage  of  the  world  j but 
all,  without  exception,  are  deftinated  to  become 
heroes  in  domeßic  Virtuc. 

It  ought  to  be  entirely  Indifferent  to  the  reader  by 
what  accident  the  föllowing  flieets  are  come  in  my 
pofleffion.  Suffice  it  to  fay,  that  they  are  the  real 
and  genuine  Journal  6f.  a man,  whofe  lirfk  and  laff 
concern  it  was  to  get  thoroughly  acquainted  with  his 
- heart ; that  the  Author  is  a man  of  a cheerful  and 
open  difpolition,  and  not  in  the  leaft  given  to  gloomy 

melancholy ; in  fhbrt,  of  a man  who ——but  I 

will  not  add  a word  more  to  his  praife,  left  I point 
out  his  perfon  more  difkindlly  than  the  fcope  of  the 
prefent  work  requires*'.  The  dear  man  will  cert^ly 


» Tf  the  readef  will  takc  the  trouble  to  read  the  two  letters 
whJch  are  prefixed  to  the  fecond  volumc  of  the  Journal,  he  will 
learn  why,  notwithftanding  this  declaration  of  the  Editor,  Mr.  I a- 
vater  is  mentioncd,  on  the  title  page,  ai  the  real  author  of  the 
fubfcquent  work, 

ncver 
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nivcr  have  imagined  that  his  feutitnei^ts.  and  obfer-* 
vations  would  one  time  bc  difclofed  to  tbe  Public  j 
of  which  tbe  negligence,  and  the  fimplicity  M^itb 
which  thcy  are  written,  will  eafily  cohvince  every 
cändid  reader.  s He  will,  ündoubtedly,  be  terrified 
at  the  fight  of  a printed  copy } however,  he  will,  at 
the  farne  time,  be  generous  enough  not  to  be  angry 
with  the  Editor  for  having  taken  a"  liberty  which, 
probably,  will  occafion  the  beautifulleft  fentiments. 
It  is  natural  to  expe£t  that  nothing  has  been  inter- 
polated  in  the  Journal,  although  fome  part  of  it  has 
been  omitted,  left  the  author  would  have  beca 
known,  or  expofed  to  tnifreprefentations. 

The  Editor  flatters  himfelf  that  the  Public  will 
not  be  difpleafed  with  the  infertion  of  thofe  pafläges 
which  properly  do  not  belong  to  the  Author’s  obfer- 
vations  on  himfelf,  but  contain  either  the  charac- 
teriftic  of  others,  or  criticifms  on  books  or  paflages, 
which  made  a particular  imprellion  on  him,  &c- 
&c.  &c. 

Only  one  month  has  previoufly  been  oEfered  to  the 
Public  as  a Specimen,  and  if  the  aim  of  the  Editor 

Ihould 
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fhould  be  attaincd,  it  will  be  in  bis  power  to  publifh 
two  more. 

As  for  the  rcft,  we  wifh  that  our  rcaders  may  pof- 
fefs  that  candour  which  charafterifes  the  Author  of 
the  Journal,  and  the  publication  of  the  prefent  work 
will  need  no  further  apology, 

A.  P.  R. 

R.  Odlober,  1770. 
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1 HE  fcope  of  the  fubfequent  work,  as  well  as  thc 
hiftory  of  its  publication,  being  fully  explained  ia 
Mr.  Lavater’s  letter,  which  is  prefixed  to  the  fccond 
volume,  the  Tranflator  has  nothing  to  add,  but  to 
bcg  the  Reader  not  to  impute  it  to  him,  if  the  ftile 
in  which  the  Journal  is  written  fhould  appear  rather 
lingular.  Mr , Eavater  s manner  of  exprefling  his 
ideas,  being  as  extraordinary  as  his  manner  ofthink- 
ing,  thofe  who  are  not  intimately  acquainted  with. 
the  writings  of  this  eccentric,  but  truly  venerable 
man,  will  eafily  be  induced  to  miftake  for  a foreign 
idiom  what,  in  reality,  is  an  idiom  of  the  Author, 
and  could  not  be  exchanged  for  a genuine  Englifla 
one,  as  it  is  the  peculiar  charafleriftic  which  diftin- 
guilhes  his  way  of  thinking.  Confidering  this,  thc 
Tranflator  flatters  himfelf  that  hc  will  not  be  pro- 
nounced  arrogant,  if  he  hopes  that  not  all  exprel- 
fions,  which  may  found  rather  ftrange  in  an  elegant 
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car,  will  be  charged  on  him  as  proofs  of  negleft,  or 
of  a too  deficient  knowledge  of  the  language.  The 
prefent  Tranflation,  which  originally  was  intended 
tö  be  circulated  only  in  manufeript,  among  fome  ad- 
mirers  of  Mr.  La v ater,  would  certainly  never  have 
been  intruded  on  the  Public,  if  the  Tranflator  were 
not  fiilly  perfuaded,  that  its  great  utility  will  over- 
balance  its  many  defefts,  and  contribute  to  propa- 
gate  piety  and  religious  prudence,  for  which  purpol« 
he  recommends  the  perufal  of  it  particularly  to  his 
congregation,  who  always  have  difplayed  the  moft 
laudable  ddire  to  improve  in  Chriftian  knowledge 
and  virtue. 

May  the  divine  Author  of  Truth  give  his  bleffing 
to  the  weak  efforts  of  the  Tranflator,  to  contribute 

I 

his  mite  to  the  encreafe  of  ferious  meditation  and 
Chriftian  circumfpeftion,  and  animate  the  readers 
of  thefe  pages  with  a fincere  and  aftive  defire  to 
profit  by  the  example  of  their  venerable  Author  1 

Upper  Thornhaugh-Sticet. 


JOURNAL 


» 


JOURNAL 

CF 

A SELF-OBSERFER. 


INTRODUCTION. 

January,  1769. 


m THE  NAME  OF  THE  OMNISCIENT  AND 
OMNIPRESENT  GOD, 


I AM  going  to  begin  a Journal  with  this 
prefent  year.  O that  not  one  of  my  future 
days  might  be  entirely  loft  to  heaven  and 
myfelf!  that  every  one  might  be  diftin- 
guifhed  by  at  leaft  one  good  deed,  and  mofi: 
of  them  entirely  dedicated  to  Thee,  my  God  ; 

becoming  an  immortal  foul,  and  a fource  of 
eternal  happinefs. 
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Spirit  of  Grace  remind  me  every  day  to 
watch  and  to  pray,  becaufe  I do  not  know 
when  my  Judge  fhall  come : — yes,  my  foul, 
work  while  ^t  äs  day,  for  the  night  cometh 
when  no  man  can  work.  O Lord,  teach  me 
to  number  my  days,  that  I may  apply  my 
heart  unto  wifdom. 

Let  me,  Father,  let  me  never 
Sink  in  flumber’s  peaceful  lap, 

Till  I havc  furveyed  the  a^ions, 

• And  the  ertors  of  the  day. 

And  thou,  my  heart,  be  fincere : do  not 
conceal  from  me  thy  fecret  recefles  j I will 
make  friendfhip,  and  ere£t  a covenant  with 
thee.  Know,  my  heart,  that  no  friendfhip 
upon  earth  is  wifer,  and  more  abounding  in 
jbleflings,  than  the  friendfliip  and  intimacy  of 
a heart  with  itfelf.  He  who  is  not  his  own 
conHdant,  can  never  become  a friend  of 
God  and  vir  tue.  The  more  we  fhun  our- 

fch'es, 
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felvcs,  thc  nearer  we  approach  to  hypocrify ; 
and  there  is  nothing  in  the  world  I defpife 
more  than  an  hypocrite.  ■ 

Thofe  that  know  the  human  heart  have 
made  the  juft.renjark,  that  we  ceafe  being  . 
fincere,  as  foon  as  we  perceive  that  we  are 
obferved.  But  k is  juft  the  reverfe  with  a 
rigorous  obfervation  of  ourfelves ; we  always 
begin  to  be  fincere,  as  foon  as  our  heart  per- 
ceives  that  we  watch  its  fentiments. 

Left  I fliould  deceive  myfelf,  I will  make 

a firm  refolution  never  to  fhew  thefe  re- 

/ 

marks  to  any  perfon  whatever  i to  conceal 
them  with  the  greateft  care,  and  to  writc 
cvery  thing  that  could  produce  the  leaft,  bad 
confequence  in  ciphers  entirely  atbkraiy, 
which  110  one  but  myfelf  fliall  be  able  to. 
folve  5 and  to  write  down  every  thing  remark- 
able.  I fhall  perceive  in  the  courfe  and  fiuc- 
tuation  of  my  fentinaents,  all  the  fecret 
s B 2 artifices 
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artifices  of  paffions ; every  thing  which  may 
have  a remarkable  influence  upon  the  im- 
provement  of  my  moral  charafter,  &c.  &c. 
&c.  as  cafefully,  as  if  I were  to  read  my 
Journal  to  Godr*  fo  carefully,  that  on  my 
death-bed  I (hall  be  enabled,  by  thefe  re-^ 
Cords,  to  give  to  myfelf  an  account  of  my 
life,  like  that  which  will  be  laid  before  me, 
whcn  my  fpirit  fliall  have  taken  its  fiight  to 
better  regions. 

DAILY  RULES. 

» The  following  rules  (hall  always  be'  before 
mine  eyes;  they  (hall  be  fufpendcd  fome- 
where  In  my  fludy,  and  read  and  revolved 
by  me  every  morning  and  evening. 

I. 

' I will  never  rife  in  the  morning  without 
offering  thanks  and  prayers  to  God ; nor 

without 
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vv^tTiout  reflefting  that  it,  perhaps,  may  be 
the  laft  time. 

. ■ II.  ■ 

I will  never  begin  my  daily  occupations^ 
neither  in  the  morning  nor  in  thevafternoon, 
without  having  previoufly  implored'God,  on‘ 
my  knees,  in  a rctired  place  (at  leaft  for  a 
few  moments),  to  grant  me  his  aid  and 
bleffing.  ;; 

’III. 

I will  not  do  nor  defign  any  thing  I would 
omit  if  Jefus  Chrift  were  ftanding  vifibly  be- 
fore  me ; nothjng  which  I might  repent  of 
at  the  uncertain  hour  of  death.  I will,  with 
the  affiftance  of  God,  accuftom  myfelf  to  do 
every  thing,  without  exception,  in  the  namp 
of  jefus  Chrift  j and,  as  his  difciple,  to  figh' 
every  hour  to  God  for  the  bleffings  of  tL 

Holy  Ghoft,  and  always  to  be  difpofed  to 
prayer. 

ß3 


IV.  I will 
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IV. 

I will  read  every  day  a chapter  in  thc 
Bible,  and  particularly  in  the  gofpelj  and 
fele£t  fome  fcntiment  or  other  from  the 
chapters  I Ihall  read,  and  revolve  it  fre- 
quently  in  my  mind. 


V. 

Every  day  fliall  be  marked  with  at  leaft 
one  particular  work  of  charity. 

VI. 

I will  make  it  every  day  my  principal 
bufinefs  to  be  ufeful  to  my  family. 

VII. 

I will  never  eat  or  drink  fo  much  as  to 
caufe  .the  leaft  inconvenience  or  hindrance 
in  the  performance  of  my  occupations ; and 
between  meals  abftain,  as  much  as  poflible, 

from 
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from  drinking  wine,  and  from  eating  (a  morfeL 
in  the  evening  excepted). 

VIII. 

Whitherfoever  I may  go,  I will  previoufly 
figh  to  God  tkat  I may  not  commit  a lin,  but 
always  leave  behind  rae  fomething  ufeful ; 
the  fame  I will  do  before  every  meal  where- 
foever  I may  take  it. 

, ■ f 

IX. 

I will  never  fleep  longer  than  eight  hours, 
at  moft,  whilft  in  health. 

X. 

I will  never  lay  down  to  fleep  without 
having  prayed  firft. 

XI. 

In  my  prayers  for  others,  which  I will 
never  omit,  I will  mention  by  name  my  pa- 

B 4 rents. 
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rents,  my  wife,  my  children,  my  feryants, 
and  my  friends,  &c.  • , ' 

XII. 

I will  examine  myfelf  after  thefe  rules 
cvery  night,  and  honeftly  mark  in  my  Jour- 
nal the  number  which  I Ihall  haye,  oinitted 
the  fame  I will  obferye  with  regard  tp  what- 
ever  I fhall  have  read,  tranfa£led,  finned,  and 
learned.  God,  thou  feeft  what  I have  wrote ; 
may  I be  able  to  read  it  every  morning  with 
fincerity,  and  every  night  with  joy,  and  the 
loud  applaufe  of  my  confcience. 


JANUARY 
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JANUARY  I,  1769. 

THIS  morning  I awoke  at  three  o’clock, 
^ind  heard  the  watchman  : I never  hear  him 
wkhout  fome  fweet  melancholy,  accompa- 
nied  by  a nice  perception  of  the  fleetnefs  of 
my  life,  and  of  the  imperfeft  ideas  of  fleep- 
lefs  philofophers,  fighing,  and  hck  people, 
women  in  labour,  dying,  &c,  &e,  This  morn- 
ing I had  a livelier  fenfe  of  that  idea  than 
ufual ; I proftrated  niyfelf  in  my  imagination 
before  God,  and  offered  to  him  the  firft  fen- 
timents  of  this  new  year  (I  could  not  check; 
my  tears  as  I was  filently  praying),  and  re- 
commended  to  the  mercy  of  God  all  my 
brethren  and  fifters  in  the  whole  world.  I 
revolved  in  my  mind  the  aboye-mentioned 
rules ; renewed  my  pious  refolutions,  and 
with  a ferene  confidence  refigned  my  whole 
temporal  and  eternal  happinefs  to  the  care 

Qf 
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of  my  beft  and  faithfulleft  Father  in  hea- 

»V. 

Veil. 

Then  fiept  again  with  tranquillity  tili  half 
an  hour  paft  fix,  when  I awoke  with  joy  and 
gratitude,  prayed,  repeated  the  new  year’s 
hymn  of  Geliert,  and  read  the  four  firfl: 
chapters  of  St.  Matthew. — My  fentiments 
for  the  day  was ; Thou  flialt  not  tempt  the 
Lord  thy  God. 

O,  niy  God  ! I will  look  up  to  Thee  for 
every  bleffing  during  the  enfuing  year,  and 
never  doubt  but  that  thou  wilt  grant  me 
more  than  thou  haft  promifed,  and  never 
afk  what  thou  haft  not  promifed. 

I took  the  firm  refolution  to  wifh  to-day 
-to  no  one  an  happy  new  year  with  my  lips 
only.  O ! what  an  offence  againft  truth  is  it 
to  wifh  one  with  the  lips  a bleffing  which 
the  heart  does  not  concur  in ; and,  perhaps, 
iriight  envy  another  in  the  enjoyment  thereof. 

Be 
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Be  thou,  therefore,  ever  prefent  to  my  heart 
to-day,  thou  facred  fenfe  of  fincerity ; and, 
ohj  my  heart,  never  forget  that  it  is  mean’ 
hypocrify  to  pronounce  a wifli  without  mean- 
ing  any  thing  with  it.  I found  it  difficult  to 
execute  this  refolution,  My  words'overfliot 
my  fentiments  feveral  times.  I overtook  theni 
again,  apd  always  feit  an  inward  pleafure 
when  I perceived  that  iny  wifhes  were 
anointed  with  fincerity  and  love  for  human- 
kind. 

Good  God ! how  many  inward  and  valu- 
able  pleafures  do  we  chafe  away  from  our 
foul,  by  banifiiing  from  it  humanity,  the  moft 
precious  jewel  of  our  nature.  Mortais,  like 
myfelf,  brothers  and  fifters  are  all  of  you, 
who  with  me  inhabit  o»e  globe,  breathe 
air,  and  imbibe  the  light  of  one  fun,  and  I 
(hould  force  myfelf  to  wifh  you  happy ; I 
Ihould  mean  and  feel  nothing,  when  I am 
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wifhing  you,  in  the  prefence  of  the  omnipre- 
fent  Father,  the  Father  of  all,  happy  days, 
health,  new  ftrength  for  bei/g  virtuous,  and 
every  thing  that  God  himfelf  calls  bleffings. 
Wifliing  an  happy  ijew  year  to  my  maid,  I 
fuppreffed  fome  bitter  refleftions  which  were 
going  to  mix  with  my  wifh.  I fpoke  with 
that  natural  mild  refignation  which  is  al^ays 
the  companion  of  true  fimplicity  ; however, 
I cannot  deny  that  I conquered  my  acrimony; 
I believed  to  have  performed  fomething 
great,  and  fomething  very'mean:  if  thou, 
my  heart!  hadft  con<juered  thyfelf  a little 
lefs. 

Alas!  how  inattentive  was  I at  church — 
and  yet  I had  prayed  fervently  at  firft — what 
a trifle  was  it  that  took  away  my  attention ! 
Good  God ! if  I did  but  know  by  what  means 
I could  fix  my  foul ! How  fudden  is  the  tram 
ütion  from  ferious  devotion  to  wild  fancies 
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a mien,  a muff.  Alas!  what  infignificant 
trifles  withdraw  my  attention  from  heaven 
to  earth ! The  fermon  on  the  fleetnefs  of 
human  life  made  me,  however,  again  very  - 
ferious,  until  the  preacher  began  to  pro- 
nounce  his  wifhes.  What  an  art  is  it  to 
gratulate  in  an  artlefs  manner  ! I will,  how- 
ever, firft  learn  myfelf  how  to  gratulate  with 
fmcerity,  before  I weigh  the  gratulations  of 
others  on  the  balance  of  criticifm. 

In  the  evening  I endeavoured  to  be  alone 
as  foon  as  poffible. ' I muff  converfe  with 
myfelf.  Shall  I live  this  year  more  happy 
and  virtuous  ? faid  I to  myfelf  this  morning. 

1 began  my  tafk  with  writing  down  my  Jour- 
nal, and  continued  it  thus  far.  Now  it 
ftruck  five  o’clock— already  five  o’clock,  faid 
I,  and  I have  not  yet  performed  any  parti- 
cular  Work  of  charity  j to-morrow  I could 
indeed  perform  two,  inftead  of  one,  and  thus 

. ( make 


14  JOURNAL  OF  A 

. raake  up  the  omiffion  of  this  day ; however, 
I will  not  tranfgrefs,  knowingly,  a rule,  the 
performance  of  which  I have  to-day  foleranly 
promifed  to  God  and  my  confcience ; for 
tha,t  reafon  I would  not  let  pafs  the  prefent 
firft  day  of  the  year  without  having  per- 
formed  a particular  work  of  charity.  An- 

other  reafon  perhaps  was,  becaufe  I wiflied 

• 

to  have  the  pleafure,  on  the  firft  day  of  the 
next  year,  to  look  back  on  this  day  with  the 
joy  of  a benevolent  heart  j for  I have  fre- 
quently  remarked,  that  I have  a particular 
dehre  of  marking  with  virtuous  afitions,  and, 
above  all,  with  deeds  of  charity,  thofe  days 
which  diftinguifh  themfelves  in  the  almanack 
by  fome  extraordinary  feftivity,  or  fomething 
elfe  remarkable.  How  eafy  do  we  recolleft 
them  when  they  retum  the  next  year  ! On 
New-year’s-day,  on  my  birth-day,  on  Eafter- 
day,  I have  been  here  or  there ; have  per- 

formed 
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formed  this  or  that — that  hapkfs  fufFerer 
who  is  novv  reftored  to  his  health — or  that 
brother  who,  perhaps,  is  now  in  the  other 
World — or  a third  who  fufFers  ftill.  OhJ 
how  did  he  rejoice  on  that  day,  when  I für- 
prifed  him  with  a charitable  relief.  But  now 
I will  rife;  will  leave  ofF  writing.  I will  not 
write  a line  more,  but  go  and  acl.  But 
whither  am  I going  ? and  what  do  I intend 
to  do  ? Thou  needeft  not  go  Fan  Has  not 
niy  maid  a fick  mother,  who,  moreover,  if 
poor  ? How  often  has  flie  already  begged 
foft  old  linen  to  drefs  her  wounds  with 
I went  down  to  my  wife:  My  dear!  I 

“ want  a new-year’s  gift;” — For  whom?’** 
“ For  myfelf,  or  rather  for  a poor  perfon ; 
“ — or  for  him  who  has  faid : inajmuch 
” have  done  it  unto  one  of  the  leafi  of  my  hrethren^ 
“ ye  harue  done  k unto  me^  “ Well,  what  is  it 

“ then  ?”  “ Some  old  linen  for  Kitty’s  mo' 

" then*" 
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“ then”  “ Is  that  all  ? I will  inftantly^» 
“ and  look  for  fome:  but  then  I beg  Lff 
“ you  a reciprocal  kindnefs — let  us  fing 
“ fome  hymns.”  I confented  to  it,  and  did 
it  with  inward  pleafure,  with  a pious  fatis- 
fa£lion,  and  with  tears  of  joy. 

What  is  the  reafon  that  I am  never  mofe 
pious  than  when  I hear  fpiritual  mufick  ? 
Are  the  fine,  fweet,  meltirig  fenfations, 
which  it  commonly  thrills  the  foul  with, 
really  of  a moral  nature  ; although  they  are 
nothing  but  the  immediate  effeft  of  tones, 
of  certain  circular  vibrations  of  the  air  ; 
although  they  feem  to  be  merely  mechani- 
cal,  Vanifliing  as  foon  as  the  tones  are  heard 
no  more,  leaving  fo  rarely  a lafting  impref- 
fion  behind  ? And  yet  I have  frequently  been 
proud  of  them ; have  nurnbered  them  on  the 
fcore  of  my  moral  feelings:  but  fliould  virtue 
be  nothing  elfe  but  the  effe£l  of  a Vibration 

of 
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of  the  aif,  regulated  in  this  or  that  manner, 
can  a true  moral  nature  be  afcribed  to  a 
fentiment  which  does  not  root  in  the  foul  ^ 
Corning  only  on  certain  occafions,  and  difap- 
pearing  with  them  ? Should  not  felf-fußciency 
be  the  elfential  charafter  of  virtue  ? The  con- 
fcioufnefs  of  afting  right  under  all  circuin- 
ftances  5 the  in  ward  convidtion  of  the  law- 
fulnefs  of  our  aftions—fhould  not  that  be 
the  criterion  of  our  chara£ter?  But  cannot 
fentiments  be  fincere,  and  of  a moral  nature, 
although  they  be  produced  only  by  acci- 
dental  circiimftances  ? A difficult  query^  It 
can,  however,  not  be  denied ; only  thofe 
fentiments  which  I can  create  within  myfelf, 
as  often  as  I choofe,  through  juft  and  great 
ideas  which  I can  produce,  and  which  are 
natural  and  familiär  to  mc  on  all  occafions 
—only  thofe  fentiments  I fliall  take  over  * 
with  me  into  the  other  world.  Mufick.can 
V0L.I.  c 
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raife  my  feelings ; yet  my  God  and  my  Re- 
deemef  will  not  be  lefs  amiable,  although 
the  mufick  fliould  have  died  away  like  a foft 
ftream  of  härmonieS;  It  is  always  true,  that 
I bWe  him  my  exiftence,  and  rny  immorta- 
lity  5 and  this  idea,  ever  true  and  inconteft- 
able,  ought  alWäys  to  have  a felf-fufficient 
power  of  roüfing  withih  myfelf  feiltiments 
of  gratitude  and  love- 

Thus  far  I had  wrote>  when  my  wife 
brought  me  the  little  bündle  of  linen  I had 
defired.  “ Will  that  do?”  “ Perfe6lly  weil! 
‘f  I will  give  it  to  the  fervant,”  faid  L The 
fervänt  was  called  j flie  anfwered,  crofsly, 
ihe  could  not  come.  Her  anfwei*  dkl  not 
prövoke  mej  and  it  made-me  q'uite  proud 
that  i was  höt  angry,  and  fliould  be  able  to 
Ihame  her>  by  a gift  for  her  mother.  Five 
minutes  aftei:  flie  cäme:  " What  are  your 

tdmmands  ?”•  “ Kitty,”  faid  Ij  in  a firm 

and 
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and  geritle  accent,  ” there  is  fomething  for 
yourmother;  you  may  go  prefently,  and 
“ take  it  to  her.”  It  was  indeed  a triumph 
to  me,  to  fee  her  furprifed,  and  fo  much 
afliamed : fhe  went  away,  and  I was  fatis- 
fied. 

We  fupped  foon  after,  and  I was  very 
cheerful  during  our  meal.  When  the  table 
was  goihg  to  be  cleared,  I ftruggled  with 
myfelf,  whether  I fliould,  or  fliould  not  fay, 
henceforward  We  will  always  join  in  our 
" evening  prayers.”  How  cowardly  is  it  of 
the  father  of  a houfe  not  to  dare  to  make 
the  firll  advances  towards  fo  laudable  a Cuf- 
tom  ? However,  I attempted  it  j fetched  in> 

I 

flantly  the  excellent  hymns  of  Geliert,  and 
prayed  : then  we  parted,  and  I perufed  my 
rules^  and  my  journal.  Have  I performed 
every  thing  in  the  name  of  Jefus  Chrift  ? 
Have  t prayed  for  the  perfons  named  in  my 

C 2 eleventh 
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eleventh  rule  ? No  5 I have  not  j I will  do 
it  now.  O ! merciful  God  ! with  Thee  will 
I converfe,  before  mine  eyes  fliall  be  clofed. 


JANUARY  the  Second. 

1 AWOKE  at  fix  o’clock,  remembered 
that  I am  a mortal,  gave  thanks  to  God, 
and  read  the  fifth,  fixth,  and  feventh  chap- 
fers  of  St.  Matthew.  What  a treafure  of 
niorals!  How  difficult  to  fingle  out  a parti- 
"cular  palTage ! I went  dire£tly  to  my  occu- 
pations,  and  continued  them  fucceflively  tili 
noon.  I ate  with  a good  appetite.  My  wife 
alked  me,  during  dinner,what  fentimentlhad 
chofen  for  the  prefent  day  : — “ Henceforth> 
“ my  dear,”  anfwered  I,  “ we  will  pray  and 
“ read  together  in  the  morning,  and  choofe 
“ a common  fentiment  for  the  day  j I have 

“ bcen 
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beeil  angry  with  myfelf  to-day,  for  häving 
“ negle£ted  it  fo  long.  The  feritiment  which 
I have  chofen  for  this  day  is  \^Give  to  him 
“ that  asketh  theCy  and  from  him  that  ivoiild 
“ horrozv  of  thecy  turn  not  thou  away.'* 

Pray  how  is  this  to  be  underftood  ?”  faid 
flie.  “ Literally,”  replied  I.  “ Literally  ? 

“ very  ftrange,  indeed!”  “ We,  at  leaft,  muft 
“ take  it  fo,  my  dear,  as  we  would  db  if 
we  had  heard  Jefus  Chrift  himfelf  pro- 
nounce  thefe  words.  No  doubt  we  muft 
take  thefe  words  fo  as  if  he  himfelf  had 
" fpoken  them  to  us,  fmce  he  has  caufed 
“ them  to  be  committed  to  writing  j for 
“ whatever  is  writteny  can  have  no  other 
meaning  than  the  word  simply.  The  gofpel 
‘‘  contains,  as  I think,  anfwers,  either  general 
or  particular  ones;  yetthey  are  always  ea-  > 
lily  to  be  compreheiided  by  our  confcience  j 
theyareuneqiiivocaltohimwho  reäds  them 
C 3 “ with 
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“ with  a plain,  fimple  fenfe  of  truth ; they  are, 
**  in  every  refpeft,  divine  anfwers  to  all  moral 
queftions,  fölutions  of  all  problems  which 
««  ever  can  be  ftated.  However,  only  hearts 
“ which  are  plain,  fincere  uhto  thö  voice  öf 
" truth,  and  void  of  paffions,  can  compre- 
hend  thefe  anfwers  and  fplutions  : Give  to 
him  tkat  aßetk  tJiee,  and  from  him  that  wonld 
borrow  of  thec:,  turn  not  thou  away  ; fays  He 
whqfe  property  all  my  poffellions  are.  I 
“ am  the  fteward,  and  not  the  proprietor  of 
“ rny  fortune.  The  proprietor  commandeth 
“ me  to  give'unto  him  that  alketh  of  me, 
‘‘  and  not  to  refiife  the  prayer  of  him  who 
wants  to  borrow  of  me,  while  it  (hall  be 
“ in  my  power  to  and  to  /f«^j  I muft, 
“ of  courfe,  give  to  him  who  has  nothing ; 
‘‘  or,  to  ufe  other  words,  if  I kave  two  coatSy 
I muß  give  one  unto  him  who  has  none\  and 
if  l have  meatj  I muß  do  fo  iikewife,  thougk 
■ ■ ‘‘  J ßould 
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« I flwuld  not.  he  afied.  How/H)u.ch  möre 
“ will  it  be  .mcumbent  upon  me  if  that 
' « Ibould  be  tbe  cafe  ?!’  Tbis:was  fö  ck^v  to 
jne,  that  I fpoke  it  rathef  "witb  wacmth. 
My  wife  made  no  reply,  exeept,  ftie 

‘‘  would.take  it  into  eonfideration,” 

I was  juft  rifen  froip  dioner^wto  a wjdpw 
defired'to'.fpeak  with  nje  ; I ordered  her  to 
be  fhewn  into  my  ftudy.  “ You  will  excijfe 
me,  dear  Sir  !^’  faid  fhe,  I entreat  you  to 
“ excufe  me.  Alas ! I can  fcarcely  teil  it ; 
“ I mufl;  pay  my  houferrent,  and  I am  fix 
dollars  too  fliort ; I bave  been  ill  a whole 
" montb,  and  could  hardly  keep  my  poor 
“ cbildren  from  ftarving  5 1 have  laid  by 
“ every  penny— but,  gracious  heayen  ! I am, 
neverthelefs,  fix  dollars  too  (hört,  apd  muft 
have  them  to-day,  or  -to^-morrow ; pray 
“ hear  me,  dear  Sir  1”  Here  (he  took  a fmall 
parcel  out  of  her  pocket,  untied  it,  and  faid, 

C 4 There, 
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“ There,  Sir,  is  a book  enchafed  with  lilver ; 
“ -my  late  hufband  gave  it  me  when  we 
were  betrothed,  Jt  is  all  I can  fpare  i I 
“ affure  you,  I part  with  it  with  reluclan.ce ; 
“ ■ yet  I know  it  will  not  be  fufficieht  j and 
“ I alfo  do  not  know  how  I fhall  redeem  it. 
" Oh ! dear  Sir,  can’t  you  affift  me  ?”  “ My 
God ! good  woman^  I cannot  aßiß  you  fo 
faying,  I put  my  hand  (accidentally,  or  from 
habit)  into  my  pocket,  touching  my  money; 
which  confifted  of  about  tw©  dollars  and  a 
half.  That  will  not  be  fufficient,  faid  I to 
myfelf,  fhe  mufl:  have  the  whole  fum ; and 
if  it  would  do,  I want  it  myfelf.  Have 
**  .you  no  friend,  no  patron,”  faid  I,  who 
“ would  give'you  that  trifle  ?’’  ‘‘  No  ! not  a 
liying  foul  jiand  I do  not  like  to  go  from 
“ houfe  to  houfe,  I rather  will  work  whole 
V.  nights — I have  been  told  that  you  are  a 
‘‘  good-natured  gentleijian.  Well!  in  the 

“ name 
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name  of  God ! if  you  cannot  affifl:  me, 
“ you  will,  I hope,  excüfe  me  for  havingr 
“ given  you  fo  much  trouble.  I will  iry 
how  I can  extricate  myfelf:  God  has 

never  forfaken  me.  j and  I hope  he  will 

% 

“ not  begin  to  turn  his  back  on  me  in  my 
feventy-fixth  year.” — The  fame  moment 
my  wife  .entered  the  room.  r . 

I was — O thou  traitorous  heart  !-^I  was 
angry,  afhamed,  and  ihould  have  been  glad, 
)f  I could  have  fent  her  away  under  fome 
pretext  or  other;  becaufe  my  confcience 
whifpered  to  me,  Gwe  to  him  who  afketh 
thee,  and  do  not  turn  away  from  him  who  wonld 
horrow  of  thee.  My  wife  too,  whifpered  irre- 
fiftibly  in  my  ear : “ She  js  a pious,  honeft 
woman  j flie  has  certainly  been  ill  j affift 
> ifyou  ,can.  ’ Shame,  joy,  avarice,  and 
fhe  defire  of  aflifting  her,  ftruggled  alter* 
pately  in  my  heart,  “ 1 have  no  more  than 

“ two 
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two  dollars  by  me,”  anfwered  I in  a whif- 

per,  “ and  fhe  wants  fix  ; how  thercfore  can 

‘‘  I anfwer  her  demand?  I will  give  her 

fomething,  and  fend  her  away.”  My  wife 

fqueezed  my  hand  tenderlyj  fmiling,  and 

befeeching  me  by  her  looks,  She  then  faid 

aloud,  what  my  confcience  had  whifpered 

to  me : Give  to  him  who  aßeth  thee^  and  da 

not  turn  away  fr  om  him  who  would  horrom  of 

thee.  I fmiled,  afking  her  archly,  whether 
\ 

Ihe  wQuld  give  her  ring,  in  order  to  enabla 
metodoitr”  “ VVith  great  pleafure!”  faid 
fhe,  pulling  off  her  ring.  The  good  old 
woman  was  either  too  fimple  to  obferve 
this,  or  too  modert  to  take  advantage  of  it ; 
however,  when  (he  was  gojng,  riiy  wife  tolci 
her  to  wait  a littlc  in  the  paflage.  “ Was 
you  in  earnert,  my  dear,  when  you  offered 
your  ring  ?”  faid  I,  as  foon-  as'we  were  in 
private.  “ Indeed  I was— I am  furprifed 

that 
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that  you  can  alk  tbat  queftibn.  Do  you 
think  1 fport  with^chafity.?-:  R'emembef 
“ what  you  have  faid ; a quartef  of  anlhour 
ago : I entreat  you  npt  to  make  an  oftenr 
tation  of  the  gofpel;  ,lYou  have'always 
been  fo- benevolent  5 '^nd  now  yqu  are  foi 
backward'tö  affift  that  poor  wonian.-  iWK)r 
‘‘  did  you  not  inftantly  give  her  what  monej’ 
you  had  in  your  purfe?  Did  you  not  knovsr 
f‘‘  that  there'  are  fix  dollars  in  your  bureau, 
and  that  it  will  be  quarter-day  in  eight  or 
‘‘  ten  days?”  I preffod  my  wife  to  my  bofqrn, 
and  dropped  a tear.  ‘‘  You  are  more  righte- 
ous  than  I ! I thank  you  ! keep  your  ring  ; 
■ you  have  made  me  blufli/' ' I then  went 
to  the  bureau,  and  took  the  fix  dollars. 
When  I was  going  to  open  the  door^,  tOcCall 
the  widow,  I vvas  feized  with  horror,  be- 
caufe  I had  faid,  God ! I cannot  help 

you,'*  O thou  trahorous  tongue!  thou  de- 

ceitful 
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V ceitful  heart ! — “ there,  take  the  money  you 
“ want.”  She  feemed,  at  firft,  not  to  under- 
ftand  me,  thinking  it  was  only  a fmall  con- 
tribution  ; kifled  my  hand,  and  her  aflonifli- 
ment  was  fo  great,  that  fhe  could  not  utter 
a Word,  when  fhe  faw  that  it  was  more — 
that  it  was  the  whole  fum  which  fhe  wanted. 

O ! God  ! how  fhall  I thahk  you  ? 1 cair-  • 
5*  not  repay  you ; have  you  underftöod  me 
**  right  ? I have  got  nothing  but  this  poor 
böok,  and  it  is  old.”  Keep  your  book, 
and  the  money ; and  thaijk  God,  and  not 
ine.  Indeed,  I do  not  deferve  your  thanks, 
becaufe  I have  hefitated  fo  long  to  affifl 
you — go,  in  the  name  of  God,  and  fay 
not  a Word  more.”  I fhut  the  door  aftej 
her,  and  was  fo  much  afhamed,  that  1 hardly 
could  look  at  my  wife.  “ My  dear  !”  faid 
fhe,  make  yourfelf  eafy ; you  have  yielded 
“ to  niy  admonitions  j while  | fhall  wear  a 

“ golden 
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« golden  ring  on  my  finger  (and  you  know 
I have  feveral),  you  need  not  teil  a fellow-' 
creature  in  diftrefs  that  you  cannot  affift 
‘‘  him.”  I preffed  her  to  my  bofom,  and 
wept.  As  foon  as  I was  left  to  myfelf,  I 
continued  my  Journal,  in  order  to  humble 
thee,  my  heart ! that  heart  which  has  in- 
duced  me  yefterday  to  write,  I rather  would 
be  any  thing  than  an  hypocrite ; and  yet  it  is 
downright  hypocrify  to  preach  rigorous  mo- 
rals,  and  to  perform  only  the  lefs  difficult 
duties.' 

Haft  thou  comprehended  me,  my  heart  ? 
Coilldft  thou  have  dared  to  refufe  giving 
afliftance  to  that  poor  woman,  if  thou,  ac- 
cording  to  the  fecond  rule,  hadft  prayed 
only  a few  moments  ? I was  bufy  tili  fix 
o’clock  in  the  evening,  when  my  wife  called 
me  to  the  harpfichord.  I went  down,  and 
fang  half  an  hour ; thcn  1 haftened  to  my 

clofet  j 
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clofet  5 prayed,  kneelingi  about  fevert  mi- 
fiuteSj  and  bewailed  the  diflionefty  I had 
committed  to-day.  Having  perufed  once 
mofe  the  chaptfers  I had  read  in  the  morn- 
ing,  with  fo  little  benefit>  my  fhame  was 
completed.  ‘ 

/ ■ I ate  little  at  fupper,  and  then  prayed  With 
the  whole  Family ; not  one  of  the  fervants  was 
fuffered  to  ßay  away ; they  are  Chrißians^  and 
were  eäified.  How  peaceably  could  I have 
clofed  this  fecond  day  of  the  year,  if  I had 
performed  all  my  rules  ! 


JANUARY  the  Third. 

A DAY  full  of  confufion  ! — I could  nei- 
ther  read,  meditale,  nor  work  ; however  it 
was  my  own  fault.  I fiept  with  an  unac- 

countable 


SELF-OBSfeRVER. 


31 

countable  heavinefs  tlll  it  was  btoad  day ; 
very  likely  I ftiould  have  toffed  inyfelf  aboüt 
in  my  bed  fome  time  longer,  if  the  infufFer» 
able  ftench  of  the  extinguiflied  night  lamp 
had  not  caufed  me  to  open  my  eyes.  I was 
ä-bed  tili  nine ' o’clock — what  a fight  to 
angels!  what  a fight  to  myfelf  would  it 
have  been  if  I had  rifen  early,  and  vifiting 
an  healthy  man,  at  nine  o’clock  in  the  morri- 
ing,  had  feen  in  his  bed-room,  what  I an), 
now  going  to  draw. 


I will  make  it  a rule  henceforward  to 
draw,  as  well  as  I can,  and  to  keep  iti  my 
journal  all  fituations,  the  ocular  mfpe6tion 
of  which  fhall  ftrike  me  more  with  fhame 
than  if  they  were  defcribed  only  by  words. 
Good  God  ! if  I had  before  my  eyes  faithfui 
drawings  of  all  fituations  of  that  kind,  of 


every 
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evcry  day  of  my  life,  would  it  be  poffible  tö 
be  proud  or  vain,  even  for  a fingle  mo- 
ment  l 

• It  was  nine  o’clock,  as  I have  mentioned, 
when  I rofe,  vexed  at  the  difagreeable  llench' 
— the  tea-kettle  was  on  the  tabk,  the  water 
almoft  boiling  over ; the  fun  fhone  thröugh 
the  half  frozen  Windows,  fo  dazzling,  that  I 
was  afliamed  of  myfelf,  and  grew  fo  uneafy, 
that  I did  not  know  what  to  do.  Why  did 
not  fome  one  awake  me  ? What  a terrible 
ftench  is  this  ! Where  is  my  tobacco  and 
my  pipe  ? Thus  I was  putting  one  queftion 
after  the  other  to  the  fervant  who  was  j'ull 
entering  the  room. — Only  the  third  day  of 
the  year,  faid  I to  myfelf,  as  foon  as  I was 
left  alone,  and  commenced  in  fo  fhameful  a 
m'anner  ! — It  is  fo  cold  in  the  room,  thought 
I,  at  the  fame  moment,  before  I purfued  the 
ürft  idea.  I went  to  the  fire-fide — No  fire 

yet — 
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yet. — Somebody  knocked  at  the  door^  I opened 
it,  and  Mr.  was  ftanding  there. — Ihope 

“ I do  not  difturbyou,”  faid  he. — Not  in  the 
ieaft ! I am  extremely  glad  you  are  come’" 
— and  yet  I was  very  much  difpleafed  at  it, 
becaufe  I had  fomething  to  do.— Walk 
“ in ! it  is  cold  j let  us  fit  down  by  the 
fire.  I put  my  pfelife  [a)  on,  and  feated 
myfelf  by  the  fire,—«  If  you  will  give  me 
leave,  I will  read  to  you  a trifle  I com- 
pofed,  a few  days  ago ; I fliould  like  to 
‘‘  have  your  opinion  of  it fo  faying,  Mr. 
M***  took  a paper  out  of  his  letter-cafe, 
whilft  I replied,  « with  great  pleafure  !”— 
He  began  to  read;  I was  aftoniflied;  he 
read  with  emphafis,  and  his  looks  feemed  to 
demand  applaufe.  I fmiled  and  iiodded,  as 
ifhighly  pleafed;  and  to  confefs  the  truth. 


(«)  Coatj  lined  with  für. 
VOL.  I.  £) 


I hardly 
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I hardly  knew  what  he  was  reading,  fo  müch 
was  I abforbed  in  thoughts,  and  fo  Iittle  dif- 
pofed  to  be  attentive.  Now  he  finiflied — 
“ Excellent !”  exclaimed  I,  “ I hope  you 
“ will  publilh  it.” — ‘‘  Your  approbation,” 
replied  he,  “ has  fufficient  weight  with  me, 
“ to  encourage  me  to  venture  it — but  you 
“ are  too  indulgent ! Dare  I leave  this  manu- 
“ fcript  with  you,  that  you  may  look  it 
“ over,  it  has  llill  many  defe£ts?”  &c.  &c. — 
**  There  is  no  occafion  for  it,”  anfwered  I ; 
“ however,  if  you  infift  upon  it,  I will  pe- 
" rufe  it  once  more  j I am  fure  I fhall  like 
“ it  beiter  on  the  fecond  perufal.”  Alas ! 
what  a honfenfical  flauerer  I was ; I have 
flattered,  O ! heart,  and  confequently  have 
been  ati  hypocrite. 

Mr.  M***  went  away,  and  looking  his 
, manufcript  dver,  I found  unpardonable  de- 
* fefts. — Thou  hall  deferved  it,.  oh ! heart ; 


now 
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now  thou  art  puniflied ! but  Jiow  fhall  I re- 
traft  my  firft  opinion  ? Shall  I confirm  it  ? 
that  would  be  abominable  ■,  give  a contrary 
one ; how  humlliating  ! 

Firft  of  all  I will  draw  the  fcene  fö  humt- 
liating  to  me,  in  Order  to  punilh  myfelf,  and 
then  fend  back  the  manufcript,  with  the 
following  letter : 

DEAR  SIR  ! 

‘‘  I have  read  your  manufcript ; you  will 
“ expe£t  my  opinion  of  it  in  writing.  Firft 
of  all,  give  me  leave  to  teil  you,  that  the 
“ opinion  I have  given  concerning  it,  has 
“ been  that  of  an  inattentive,  regardlefs, 
“ and  difcompofed  maji.  I have  taken  the 
“ liberty  of  marking  thofe  paflages  which, 
“ as  I think,  require  corre^Ung ; tfte  yery 
“ fame  paflages  which  I,  as  far  as  J can 
“ remember,  feemed  to  approve.  It  is  I, 

Da  “ and 
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‘ “ and  not  youy  who  ougbt  to  blufli,  that  my 
. **  p.refent  opinion  is  quite  the  reverfe  of  the 
“ former;  however,  you  feemed  to  perceive 
*f  yourfelf,  that  my  applaufe  did  not  come 
“ from  the  heart.  I \hank  you  for  your 
“ kind,  and  in  every  refpeft  unmerited,  con- 
“ fidence,  in  leaving  the  manufcript  with 
“ me.  How  uneafy  would  it  have  made 
“ me,  if  my  unlimited  applaufe  had  prompt-  , 
“ ed  you  to  omit  making  fuch  alterations,  j 
“ which  I now  think  fo  neceffary.  You  I 

I 

“ fee  I take  revenge  on  myfelf,  for  my  in-  j 
“ confiderate  approbation,  by  a franknefs 
‘‘  which,  perhaps,  would  difpleafe  you,  if 
“ you  were  not  fo  noble-minded,  fo  modeft, 

“ and  fo  humane.'  I am  ready  to  give  you 
“ every  fatisfaftion  for  my  firft,  and  this  my 
“ fecond,  opinion,”— &c.  &c. 

Having  wrote  this  note,  I fent  it  before 
dinner  to  his  houfe.  It  now  was  noon. — ^ 

“ Good 
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« Good  day  to  you,  mydear  1”  faidmy  wife, 
when  I came  down  ftairs. — I was  (as  I ima- 
gine,  on  account  of  my  note)  rather  more 
cheerful,  and  in  a jocofe  mood. — After  dinner 
I went  up  ftairs  to  my  ftudy.  To-day,  faid  I 
to  myfelf,  tliou  haft  neither  read  thy  rules, 
nor  faid  thy  prayers. — I now  was  alone,  and 
could  have  performed  what  I had  neglefted 
this  morning,  however  I was  too  lazy — I 
was  indifpofed — filled  my  pipe,  and  called 
for  a candle — the  candle  was  brought,  and 
Company  announced.  This  day  promifes 
very  little,  faid  I to  myfelf;  and  told  the 
fervant,  I ftiould  be  glad  to  receive  the 
Company.  I fmoked  my  pipe,  put  on  my 
clothes,  and  had'  my  hair  drefled,  when  it 
ftruck  three  o’clock. 

The  whole  evening  was  fpoiled ; news, 
political,  and  family  tales  ; difcourfes  on  the 
weather ; fome  new  publications ; feveral 

D 3 odd 
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odd  marflägeSj  the  laft  play  of  the  pre- 
cedihg  year  ; compariföns  between  the  the- 
atre  at  Hambourgj  Vienna,  and  Leipzig. 
Thefe  were  the  important  matters  which 
were  the  fubje£l  of  converfation  the  whole 
evening. 

Which  of  my  rules  has  been  execüted  to 
day  ? I will,  however,  pemfe  them,  in  order 
to  be  put  to  the  blufli — I will  read  thern, 
and  carefully  commit  tö  writing  what  my 
confcience  accufes  me  of.  I rofe  in  the 
morning  without  the  leaft  fenfe  of  gratitude, 
without  even  olfering  a hgh  to  God — with- 
out recollefting  mymortality-— without  bend- 
ing  my  knees  to  God-^in  the  name,  and  as 
a difciple  of  Jefus  Chrift.  I am  feized  with 
a trembling. — Nothing  has  been  done  ! An 
heathen  could  not  have  fpent  this  day  worfe 
than  I j and  a rational  heathen  would  have 
made  a better  ufe  of  it.— I have  not  read  in 

the 
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the  gofpel,  nor  chofen  a fentiment  for  the 
day— and  with  what  deed  of  charity  has  this 
day  been  marked.  Have  the  members  of 
my  Family  had  an  opportunity  of  deriving 
the  leaft  benefit  from  my  example  or  con- 
verfation— It  is  nothing  to  me,  whether 
other  people  will  look  upon  this  day,  Ib  void 
of  virtuous  deeds,  as  a mark  pf  a very  un- 
chriftian  heart  j the  leaft  confideration  makes 
me  fenfible,  that  fuch  a day  is  a very  ppor 
one,  a difgrace  to  a Chriftian,  and  will  not 
be  viewed  withoiit  horror  in  the  hpur  pf 
death,  However,  it  is  the  firft,  and  (hall  be 
the  laft  day  I will  fpend  this  year  in  fuch  a 
manner. 


\ 
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JANUARY  the  Foürth. 

YES ! I had  a hard  ftruggle  this  morn- 
ing,  before  I could  difpofe  my  mind  to 
prayerj — to.converfe  with  the  Creator  of 
heaven  and  earth,  who  is  alfo  my  creator — ■ 
this,  certainly,  is  an  occupation  requiring  the 
efforts  of  all  the  intelleftual  powers.  I rofe 
very  early ; I bent  my  knees  ^ but  with  re- 
lu£tance,  and  with  a fort  of  timid  baflifnl- 
nefs — but  who  made  me  blufh ! God  ? his 
holy  angels  ? or  myfelf?  I know  it  is  indif- 
ferent to  the  eternal  God,  in  what  pofture 
we  adore  him ; he  is  not  moved  by  bended 
knees,  nor  flowing  tears,  nor  pompous  words, 
nor  fighs ; he  is  not  moved  by  pfalms,  nor 
empty  founds.  However  I alfo  know  that 
timidity,  lazinefs,  and  the  ftruggles  of  the 
ilefl),  which  prevent  us  from  praying  to 

him 
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him  in  a pofture  which  we  know  is  fitter 
than  any  other,  to  infpire  us  with  a fenfe  of 
humility,  and  of  our  dependance  on  him,  or, 
at  leaft,  to  promote  thefe  fentiments ; I-. 
know  that  thefe  unbecoming  figns  of  weak- 
nefs  cannot  be  indifferent  to  him.  I cannot 
teil  what  has  prevented  me  fröm  extinguiili- 
ing  the  candle,  or  from  piilling  the  fkreen 
down,  and  why  I preferred  to  let  it  burn ; 
though  I could  not  conceal  from  myfelf,  that 
I fhould  have  prayed  with  more  devotion, 
with  more  compofure,  &c.  &c.  &c.  if  I had 
been  in  the  dark. 

I read  the  morning  hymn,  the  general 

prayer,  and  the  fupplications  of  Geliert. 

Alas  ! why  did  I rife  as  foon  as  they  were 
finilhed  ? And  why  did  I not  continue  pray- 
ing  from  the  heart,  what  neither  Geliert^  nor 
Klopßock-,  what  neither  the  greateft  poet, 
nor  the  beft  adorers  of  God  can  teach  me? 

—Why 
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— -Why  muft  I tave  recourfe  to  the  words 
of  another  perfon,  of  a fellow-creature,  when 
converfmg  with  my  Creator?  What  an  horri- 
ble  eftrangernent  from  God  does  this  pray- 
ing,  with  the  words  of  others,  fuggeft  to 
rae  ! 

I fliivered  a little — put  on  warmer  clothes, 
took  up  the  Bible,  and  read  from  the 
feventh  to  the  eleventh  chapter  of  St.  MaN 
thew.  I chofe,  as  a fentiment  for  the  pre-^ 
fent  day,  thcfe  words : He  that  loveth  father 
er  mother  morc  than  mCy  is  ‘not  worthy  of  me ; 
and  he  that  loveth  Jon  or  daughter  more  than  me^ 
is  not  vüOYthy  of  me — words  which  thrill  ray 
foul.  How  can  I apply  them  to  myfelf  with* 
out  trembling  ? Whom  of  my  friends  do  I 
not  love  more  than  Chrill  ? Whom  of  my 
friends  would  I pot  rather  like  to  pleafe  than 
my  Saviour  ? — I am  undoubtedly  no  worthy 
difciple  of  Chrift  j and  yet  I muft  needs  be- 
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come  worthy  of  him,  if  he  gives  me  eternal 
life. — Oh  Lord ! fill  my  foul  with  loVe  for 
thee. — I can  for  hours  familiarly  cönverfe 
wIth  a friend  ; I Icave  him  yvdth  reluftance ; 
and  when  I am  converfmg  with  thee,  I think 
each  moment  an  hour.  There  is  ftill  fome 
conftraint  in  my  prayers — I am  ftill  deftitute 
of  true  love.  Oh ! thou  moft  amiable  of 
beings ! Illuminate  my  foul  with  a ray  of  thy 
love,  and  let  the  fpirit  of  adoption  give  wit- 
nefs  to  my  fpirit,  that  I am  thy  child. 

I continued  my  Journal  from  yefterday, 
executed  the  neceflary  drawing,  and  wrotc 
the  Journal  of  this  day  fo  far — prayed  with 
my  wife  - read  the  tenth  chapter  of  St.  Mat- 
thew to  her;  drank  my  tea,  and  then  wrote 
tili  dinnep-time.  I refolved  to  ftay  at  home 
the  whole  day,  and  to  cönverfe  with  myfelf 
in  folitude.  I fucceeded  pretty  well ; from 
three  tili  feveii  o clock  I read  the  three  firft 
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cantos  of  Klopftock’sMeffiahjWithout  hardly 
ever  ftopping — What  a noble  foul  \ that  can 
compofe  fuch  a poem. — Wretched  beings 
who  abufe  poetry  by  aflailing  him  who  has 
intnifted  that  gift  to  you,  for  the  promo- 
tion  of  truth  and  virtue  ! I played  on  the 
harpfichord  ; ate  my  fupper  ; read  the  rules 
— and  blufhed,  becaufe  I had  not  performed 
a charitable  work  this  day  ^ though  I fhould 
not  have  been  in  Wänt  of  proper  objeös,  if 
•I  had  but  taken  a little  palns  to  look  out  for 
them. 


JANUARY  the  Fifth. 

I AWOKE  in  good  time,  and  alked  my 
wife  if  ihe  would  join  me  in  praying.  I 
roufed  her — we  rofe  up  and  prayed.  I was 

— God 
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— God  be  praifed  ! not  without  feeling  and 
devotion. — Yes! — O!  how  do  I praife  thee, 
omniprefent  Love  !--Tears  of  heart-felt  joy 
bedewed  my  cheeks  ; and  the  moft  noble 
and  chriftian  thoughts  flaflied  throiigh  my 
tranquil  and  ferene  mind. — How  lively  did 
I feel  the  value  of  a ftill  and  early  hour  of 
devotion  ; how  was  I grieved  at  the  thought 
of  having  fo  frequently  facrificed  that  hea- 
venly  pleafure  to  a beaftly  lazinefs  ! 

We  read,  in  bed,  the  eleventh  and  twplfth 
chapters  of  St.  Matthew.  At  fidl  I intended 
to  choofe  for  a fentiment,  for  the  prefent 
day,  thefe  words : He  that  is  not  for  me,  h 
againß  me\  and  he  that  gathereth  not  with  me, 
fcattereth  abroad.  However,  I preferred  the 
words  : Whofoever  ßall  do  the  will  of  my  father, 
which  is  in  heaven,  the  fame  is  my  brother,  and 
fißer,  and  mother. — So  fayeth  the  fon  of  God ; 
he  who  gave  me  exiftence,  Should  any 
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thlng  in  the  worid  detaln  me  from  afpiring 
to  that  honour  and  that  blifs,  to  which  to 
compare  the  honours  and  the  happinefs  of 
the  World  would  be  infanity  ? 

I weilt  to  my  work  with  a ferene  and 
tranqiiil  mind ; the  time,  tili  dinner,  appeared 
very  fhort ; mean  while  I found  it  eafy  to 
raife,  now  and  then,  my  heart  fweetly  in  the 
confidence  of  God,  and  to  refle£l,with  fe- 
rioufnefs  on  that  paflage  : Chriß,  who  is  God 
over  all,  blejfedfor  ever,  is  not  aßiamed  of  call- 
ing  thee  brother  ! and  who  will  grant  to  thee  the 
rights  of  a brother,  and  co-heir. — Heirs  of  God , 
co-heirs  with  Chriß  children  of  God ; brother s 
of  Chriß. — What  ihagnificent  denominations ! 
what  a diftinftion  for  a Chriftian ; for  man, 
who  exifteth  but  lince  yefterday ! 

A converfation  on  true  and  hypocritical 
piety,  whichi  took  place  during  dinner,  in- 

duccd  me  to  read  the  Devotee,  a poem  of 

Geliert. 
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Gellen.  I was  writing  letters  tili  three  o’clock ; 
one  to  my  brother  at  Paris,  whom  I cautioned 
againft  diffipation,  quoting  the  words  of  Gel- 
iert j " Once  loft  and  parted  with,”  &c.  &c. 
and  one  to  Mr.  ***,  on  fome  undemonftrated 
and  furreptitious  definitions,  on  which  ob- 
jeftions  againft  the  Revelation  have  been 
founded.  As  foon  as  I had  fent  my  letters 
to  the  poft,  I received,  with  much  chagrin, 
a parcel  of  tra£ls  and  letters,  which  I had 
colle£led  fome  years  ago,  and  communicated 
to  a friend.  I began  to  read  it  with  indif- 
ference,  and  put  it  afide,  filied  with  ftiame; 
erdering  the  fervant  to  wait  while  I wrote 
nearly  the  following  anfwer : 

Your  note,  dear  friend,  is  very  incom- 
“ prehenfible  to  me;  the  Httle  modefty, 
“ which  my  bad  inclinations  have  left  un- 
touched,  was  in  great  danger  of  being  en- 
tirely  difpelled  from  my  weak  heart  by 

“ your 
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your  treating  me  thus.  Indeed  you  have 
adled  very  wrong  ; you  have  entirely  for- 
gotten  the  rule  ; — All  ihings  whatfoever  ye 
“ would  that  men  ßiould  do  to  you,  do  ye  even  fo 
“ to  tJiem.  Y ou  have  forgot  that  I am  a 
“ poor,  frail,  erring  mortal ; that  1 am  ftill 
“ under  the  fway  of  thofe  paffions,  which 
“ I cannot  recolledt  without  blufhing  ; that 
“ I frequently  have  confeffed  to  you  my 
“ being  given  to  faults,  which  make  it  in- 
comprehenfible  to  me,  how  you  can  be 
“ fo  indulgent,  and  how  you  can  conti- 
‘‘  nue  my  friend  ; you  have  forgot  that  I 
“ dared  to  withhold,  for  whole  hours  and 
“ days,  the  due  praife  from  him  to  whom 
“ praife  and  honour  ought  to  be  given ; and 
“ that  I have  applied  it  to  myfelf,  who  am 
but  a poor  reptile.  O ! my  friend,  if  you 
“ look  Up  to  me,  miferable,  finful  mortal ; if 

“ you  call  a frail  creature  great,  what  ex- 

“ prelTions 
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“ preffions  will  b.e  left  to  you  for  addrefling 
the  Almighty,  and  the  Father  of  Spirits ! 

If  it  had  not  been  you,  I fhould  have 
looked  upon  fuch  language  as  a mark  of 
“ mn-frmidßip,  Qi  flattery,  my  own  heart, 
and  a thoufand  inftances  I have  expe- 
“ rienced,  forbid  me  to  fufpe6t  you  of  any 
“ thing  of  that  kind.  I only  add,  that,  if 
“ ypur  göod  heart  mifguides  you,  to  think 
too  highly  of  me'/  if  you  can  ever  ftray  fo 
far  from  truthj  as  to“ think  me  great,  O ! 
then  recolle6t  at  the  fame  time  my  great 
“ and  wickcd  corruptions,  which  I fome- 
“ times  am  very  fenfible  of  ^ and  if  that  idea 
“ fliould  prompt  your  heart  to  withdraw 
from  me,  and  fill  it  with  coolnefs  and 
“ contempt,  which  I indeed  deferve,  then 
‘‘  firft  recollect  the  fincerity  with  which  I 
“ am  fometimes  praying  and  doing  good ; 

^ particularly 
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“ particularly  the  fmcerity  with  which  I 
“ am,”  &c.  8z:c. 

Having  fent  this  anfwer  by  the  fervant,  I 
was  pretty  eafy  in  my  mind  j I flattered  my- 
felf,  at  the  fame  time,  to  be  void  of  vanity ; 
and  I can  affirm — thanks  to  thee,  Ol  my 
Creator,  thou  firft  and  fole  author  of  every 
pious  thought!  that  nothing  humbles  me 
more  than  praife,  which  I am  fenfible  I do 
not  deferve  - - - - 


After  fupper  I read  the  newfpaper ; ex- 
tinguiflied  the  candle,  and  walking  up  and 
down  the  room,  bemoaned  the  mifery  of  my 
fellow-believers  in  Poland.  O ! Lord  and 
Father  of  men,  be  merciful  unto  thy  peo- 
ple! 
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, JANUARY  the  Sixth. 

I HAVE  agaln  begim  the  day  with  an 
unpardonable  lazinefs.  I tremble  at  my 
glaring  inconfiftency  in  whatever  is  good; 
at  the  incredible  contradiftions  which  I daily 
perceive  in  my  principles,  a8:ions,  and  omif- 
fions.— O ! fhall  I never  be  able  to  bring 
them  to  a perfe£i;  harmony — T fear,  I fear  I 
ihall  never  fucceed.  How  long  fhall  I wait 
and  figh,  meditate  and  ftruggle,  before  I fhall 
be  more  able  to  rely  on  my  fincereft  refolu> 
tions ! Although  I awoke  before  feven  o’clock, 
yet  I tofled  myfelf  about  in  my  bed,  deaf  to 
the  voice  of  confcience,  and  callous  to  the 
recolleftion  of  the  pleafure  'which  my  early 
morning  devotion  had  afforded  me  yefter- 

day,  and  flumbered  tili  it  had  ftruck  eight 
o’clock. 

E 2 
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Angry  at  my  wife’s  queftion — “ whether 

I could  not  pray  and  read  with  her,”  I fat 
down,  and  at  firft  could  not  refift  the  im- 
patient  wifh  to  have  finiflied  the  morning 
prayer,  which  I was  readlng  from  Zolliko- 
fers  hymn-book : yet  Tome  good  thoughts 
penetrated  through  the  mift  which  over- 
clpuded  my  mind  and  my  brow.  Reading 
the  words,  I renew  herehy,  in  thy  prefence,  the 
ßncere  refolution  to  Jupprefs  all  irregulär  deßres 
rißng  in  my  foul,  to  combat  all  had  hahits  I am 
given  to,  my  heart  feemed  to  be  convulfed 
with  ihame,  I began  to  roufe  myfelf ; I 
read  the  paflage  once  more,  and  feit  fenfi' 
bly  how  abominable  it  is  to  be  fo  evidently 
averfe  from  praying,  and,  neverthelefs,  to 
talk  to  the  omniprefent  God  of  a ßncere  re-- 
folution  to  combat  all  b^d  hahits. 

Reading  the  paflage,  Let  me  frequently  re- 
collebi  that  l muß  die ! I remembered  having 

taken 
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taken  a folemn  refolutiön  tö  dedicate  fbme 
minutes,  every  morning,  tö  the  contempla- 
tion  of  my  mortality  I therefore  repeated 
that  prayer,  and  not  without  benefit.  Havinö* 

o 

finiflied  my  prayer,  to  which  I added  fome 
hymnSj  my  mind  grew  niore  ferene ; I feit 
fome  incliiiation  to  atoiie  'för  the  bad  be- 
ginning  of  the  day.  I took  up  the' New 
Teftament,  and  read  the  thirteenth  chapter 
of  St.  Matthew,  taking  particular  notice  of 
the  lafl:  wörds ; and  he  did  not  many  mighty 
Works  there,  becaufe  of  their  mbelief, 

Unbelief,  and  want  of  confidence,  are  the 
natural  caufes  of  a fick  man’s  not  recovering 
his  health,  though  he  fhould  have  the  bell 
medicines  ^ fliould  not  unbelief,  in  matters 
of  rehgion,  likewife,  be  an  impediment 
founded  on  the  nature  of  our  foul,  which 
prevents  God  from  difplaying  his  power  and 
goodnefs  to  us,  as  it  is  his  Intention. 

E3 
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I now  weilt  to  work  with  great  ferenity ; 
kilTed  my  wife,  and  thanked  her. — “ If  you 
had  not  invited  me  to  prayers,”  faid  I, 
God  knows  what  would  have  become  of 
“ this  day !” 

She  preffed  my  hand  tenderly,  replying, 
with  unfpeakable  meeknefs — “ Go  with 
“ cheerfulnefs  to  your  work ; you  ftill  can 
“ do  much  good  this  day.” 

I breakfafted,  perufed  the  newfpaper,  and 
then  went  to  work.  Every  thing  fucceeded 
pretty  well ; I thanked  God,  kneeled  down, 
and  attempted  to  adore  him  for  a few  mo- 
ments. 

Being  called  to  dinner,  I fcarcely  could 
believe  that  it  was  fo  late. 

i 

When  I came  down,  I found  my  friend 
****  in  the  room,  whom  my  wife  had  in- 
vited to  dinner,  in  order  to  give  me  an  un- 
expe£led  pleafure.  We  faid  grace,  filently, 

every 
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every  one  for  himfelf. — It  is  very  ftrange 
that  we  do  not,  as  at  other  times,  fay  grace 
aloud  when  a dear  friend,  who  is  a fellow- 
chriftian,  dines  with  us.  Is  it  baflifulnefs, 
modefty,  or  humility,  our  not  being  accuf- 
tomed  to  it,  or  what  is  it  that  prevents  us 
from  doing  it  ? I,  at  leaft,  think  it  indicates 
fomething  unnatural;  weaknefs,timidity,  and 
want  of  thankfulnefs  of  heart,  which  ought 
to  flow  from  our  lips. 

Düring  our  filent  prayers  I repeated  my 
fighs,  which  I had  vented  before  when  con- 
verfing  with  God  in  private,  befeeching  him 
to  afFord  me,  during  dinner,  an  opportunity 
cither  to  hear  or  to  fay  fomething  ufefui 
like  a Chriflian.  • 

The  Company  feemed  to  have  done  pray- 
ing  before  I had  finifhed,  which  is  ai  new 
proof  how  unbecoming  filent  prayers,  before 
and  after  meals,  are.  Ofie  mufl:  always 
watch  the  Company,  in  Order  to  fee  whether 

E 4 they 
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they  have  done  ^praying,  or  not.  What  a 
miferable  anxiöufnefs  to  which  our  timidity 
in  religious  matters  gives  rife  ! . 

We  fat  down  to  dinner  ; I ftruggled  fome 
moments  with  niyfelf,  whether  I üiould  com- 
municate  to  the  Company  my  thoughts  on 
filent  prayer,  before  and  after  our  meals ; 
however,  tbis  momentary  interval  had  de^ 
prived  me  of  the  courage,  of  attempting  it. 
— O ! thou  narrow-minded  foul,  whofe  vir- 
tues  can  be  deftroyed  by  fuch  trifles  ! 

A bottle  was  overturned,  and  broken  to 
pieces.— A tranquil,  gentle,  fmiling  look  of 
my  wife,  reftained  my  rifing  anger. 

On  this  occafion  one  of  the  Company  re- 
lated the  following  ftory : — ‘ A pious  man 
‘ once  received  a prefent  of  a very  coftly  fet 
‘ of  China.  He  would  not  accept  it ; how- 
‘ ever,  it  was  fent  back  again  to  him.  At 
‘ laft  he  accepted  it,  and  gave  the  porter 

‘ fome  inpney  to  drink  his  health — took  a 

‘ key 
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' key  out  of  his  pocket,  and  broke  it  ,to 

‘ pieces  with  the  greateft  ^ coolnefs.’ 

“ Very  likely,”  faid  he,  “ fome  perfon  may 

“ happen  to  break  it,  and  it  is  not  lefs 

* 

hkely  that  it  then  may  occafion  a jfinful 
anger  in  the  heart-of  the  pofieffor,  or  a 
‘‘  fecret  anxiety  in  the  mind  of  him  that 
“ breaks  it.  If  k fhould  be  admired,  and 
frequently  ufed  cn  my  table,  I might  by 
degrees  grow  fo  fond  of  it,  that  it  might 
irritate  me  if  any  bod}q  or  perhaps  my^ 
felf,  fliQuId  break  it  through  careleffnefs, 
I will  therefore  prevent  any.thing  ofthat 
kind.”. 

This  ftory  edified  m.e  very  much.  A great 
deal  was  faid  for  and  againft  it.— I thought 
that  it  was  a wife  and  noble  deed  (^). 


{b)  Many  people  will  be  of  a different  opinion;  the 
Tranllator  at  leaft  is.  For  if  the  principles  of  our  holy 

religion 
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At  fix  o’clock  in  the  evening  I was  left  to 
myfelf,  wrote  my  Journal,  fmoked  a pipe, 
amid  different  thoughts  and  fancies,  and  then 
fat  down  to'  fupper.  The  converfation, 
during  our  meal,  was  neither  good  nor  bad  ; 
we  all  prayed  together.  After  fupper  I read 
my  rules,  and  was — praifed  be  God ! — not 
in  fatisfied  with  this  day,  though  the  begin- 
ning  of  it  was  fo  bad.  I then  kneeled.down 
and  prayed,  particularly  for  my  friends. 

religion  ftiould  juftify  an  adlion  of  that  nature,  it  would 
then  be  laudable  and  wife  to  refufe  to  accept  any  gift  of 
that  benevolent  Being,  whofe  holy  will  it  is  that  we 
fhould  enjoy  the  bleflings  of  this  world;  becaufe  they 
could  tempt  us  to  give  vent  to  our  paffions,  which  would 
entirely  nndo  the  Intention  of  God  to  cheer  our  pilgri- 
mage  to  eternity,  by  the  numberlefs  earthly  blefling» 
he  fhowers  down  upon  us,  If  the  Author’s  opinion  could 
ftand  the  teil  of  reafon,  and  the  gofpel  dodlrinc,  it  then 
wonld  be  equally  noble  and  laudable  to  throw  away  our 
money,  becaufe  it  can  lead  us  to  avarice. — — 
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SUNDAY,  January  the  Seventh. 

‘U-  - 

- WHEN  I awoke  a meflenger  was  wait- 
ing  for  me,  delivering  a letter  from  my  friend 

****^  at  H , who  entreated  me  to  pay 

him  a vifit,  if  poffible,  for  he  was  very  ill. 

I was  frightened,  and  yet  this  intelligenqii 
had  fomething  pleafing  in  it,  though,  God 
knows  I I love  my  friend  fincereJy ; his 
death  would  grieve  me  much.  It  is  not  the 
firft  time  that  my  fright,  occafioned  by  af- 
fli£ling  intelligence,  feemed  to  be  mixed 
with  fecret  joy.  I recolleft  to  have  feit  once, 
on  a fudden  alarm  of  fire,  fomething  fo  very 
pleafing,  that,  on  cool  refle6lion,  makes  me 
fhudder.  Was  this  fenfation  the  eflPeft  of 
the  novelty,  and  the  fuddennefs  of  the  alarm, 
or  of  the  prefentiment  of  the  concern  which 
thofe  with  whom  I fiiould  have  an  opportu- 

mty 
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nity  of  converfing  on  that  incident  would 
fhow,  and  which  is  always  fomewhat  flatter- 
ing  to  the  narrator  ? Or  was  it  the  effecl  of 
the  confufed  idea  of  the  changes  which  in- 
terrupted  the  faraenefs  of  my  thoughts  or 
occupations?  Orwas  it,  which  ismoft  likely, 
the  confequence  of  the  joyful  fenfation  df 
being  exempted  from  the  misfortune  which 
befalls  or  threatens  others  ? I 

I fliould  like  to  know  what  pafles  in  the 
minds  of  other  people,  and,  particularly,  of 
thofe  who  have  an  humane,  feeling  heart, 
when  they  are  furprifed  by  important,  and, 
at  the  fame  time,  afflifting  intelligence.  How- 
ever,  I apprehend  that  moft  of  theiu  either 
do  not  pay  proper  attention  to  fituations  of 
that  kind,  or  are  too  anxious  to  hide  their 
feelings  from  others,  and,  perhaps, . from 
themfelvcs.  Yet,  I think,  one  ought  to 
obferve  one’s  felf  with  the  utmoft  care  in  fuch 

cafes  j 
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cafes  ; and,  in  order  to  recolleft  afterwards, 
to  one’s  own  benefit,  the  moft  fecret  emotions 
of  the  mind,  one  ought  to  commit  them  faith- 
fully  to  writing  In  the  firft  tranquil  moment. 

I communicated  the  letter  to  my  wife, 
made  preparations  for  my  journey,  fettled  in 
hafte  fome  bufinefs,  gave  fome  Orders,  and 
then  ftepped  into  the  carriage. 

Conftemation,  anxiety,  uneafinefs,  and  a 
fecret  fatisfaftion,  on  account  of  the  joy  my 
fpeedy  arrival  would  afford  my  friend,  but 
not  only  on  account  of  that  joy,  but  alfo  of 
the  praife  whichl  expefted  himfelf  and  his  fa-' 
mily  would  glve  me — and  fliame  on  account 
of  tllbt  fatisfaöion— fucceeded  each  other, 
alternately,  in  the  firft  quarter  of  an  hour. 

I began  to  pray : « O ! my  God ! how 
irregulär  and  impure  are  my  thoughts  ! 
“ When  will  my  heart  be  in  fuch  a condi- 
“ tion  that  I üiaJl  be  able  to  look  upon  my- 
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“ felf  without  blulhing  ! — MercIfuI  God  l 
“ guide  my  thougbts  and  fenfations,  parti- 
cularly  at  prefent." 

. I was  cold,  and  I had  pulled  up  the  coach 
Windows.  Some  poor  children,  who  were 
golng  to  church,  begged  a fmall  charity ; 
their  hands  w^ere  blue  with  tbe  cold.  1 fuf- 
fered-them  to  run  awbile,  by  the  fide  of  the 
coach,  without  ftirring,  and,  half  fmiling — 
Lazinefs!  was  it  thou  that  prevented  me 
from  letting  down  the  window,  or  did  ava- 
rice  not  fufFer  me  to  give  a few  halfpence  to 
thofe  poor  children ; or  was  I prompted  by  a 
childifli  pride  to  let  them  feel,  and  to  en- 
hance  my  greatnefs  and  my  charity,  ^ I 
fliould  give  them  fomething  ; or  what  was  it 
that  made  me  a6l  thus,  a few  minutes  after 
I had  been  praying  to  God  to  guide  my 
thoughts  and  fenfations  ? It  was  at  leaft 

not  handfome,  and  not  noble.— Howe ver,  I 

let 
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let  down  the  window  at  laft,  put  my  hand 
in  my  pocket,  rather  out  of  humour,  becaufe 
the  pelife  1 had  on  was  in  my  way,  and 
threw  a coupie  of  groats  in  the  fnow. — 
They  were  obliged  to  pick  them  up  with 
their  hands,  fvvelled  through  cold, — Thus  I 
a£ted,  on  a journey  to  a man  who  was  dan- ' 
geroufly  ill, 

I was  afhamed  j but  endeavoured  to  rid 
myfelf  of  my  fhame  by  diredling  my  thoughts 
to  my  friend ; yet  it  was  lefs  the  friendfhip, 
than  a fecret  ftruggle  of  difpelling  tho  dil^ 
agreeable  recolleftion  of  the  bafenefs  of  my 
condua,  that  prompted  me  to  think  of  my 
friend.  How^ever,  inftead  of  praying  for 
him,  and  of  confidering  what  I fhould  fay  to 
himi  how  I mightoaufe  his  laft  days  to  be  a 
befling  to  him,  and  to  myfelf^  inftead  of 
giving  way  to  the  more  natural  and  tender 
feelings  of  pure  friendfhip,  I recalled  to  my 

mind 
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mind  many  fweet  fcenes  of  my  life,  which  I 
had  enjoyed  in  the  Company  of  that  dear 
man.  At  once  the  thought,  he  is  ill,  h dan- 
geroußy  illl  feil  heavy  upon  ray  heart. 

I now  faw  him  on  ,his  couch,  emaciated 
and  pale,  his  wife  melting  in  tears. — I began 
to  weep,  to  figh,  and  to  \\’ring  my  hands. 
I took  my  handkerchief  out  of  my  pocket 
— and  fentiments  of  pity  and  friendlhip 

'warmed  my  heart. Good  God !”  ex- 

daimed  I,  “ preferve  my  beft,  my  faithfulleft 
friend — do'  not  take  him  from  me  fo  foon  \ 
Give  thy  bleffing  to  the  medicines  which 
“ are  adminiftered  to  him  ; let  him  recover ; 
“ reftore  him  to  me  1”  Here  I ftopped,  and 
llared  a while,  and  prayed  with  more  fer- 
vor.  “ O ! let  the  tears  of  his  wife  be 
“ dear  in  thy  fight  ! Reftore  to  her  the  beft 
“ of  huibands,  and  to  me  the  beft  of  friends ! 
Meanwhile  1 had  put  my  hand  in  my  left 

‘ ■ pocket. 
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|)ocket,  and  feit  there  was  a book  in  it, 
which  I had  not  recollefted  at  firft.  It.re- 
curred-to  my  meimöry  that  it  was  the  New 
Teftament,  whieh  I had  taken  with  me,  in 
Order  to  feleft  fo’me  paflages,  which  .Irin? 
tended.  to  converfö  about  with.  iny  frfdnd. — • 
I tookit  oiit  ofmy  .pocket,  and  openeddt^-— 
The  firft  paffage  which  ftruck  me,  was : What~ 
foeveir  ye  do  in  Word  or'deed^  dö  all  in  the  name 
of  the  Lord,  Jefus  Chriß — and  when  praying 
for  my  fick  friend,  I had  not  had  one  thought, 
not  the  leaft  refle6lion,  on  Jefus  Ghrift— I 
had  forgöt  entirely  that  I and  my  friend 
wefe  Chriftians,  that  I oughf  to  have  prayed 
for  him  as  for  a difciple  of  Chrift,  and  as  a 
follower  of  Jefus  ; but,  alas ! I feel,.  I fcnow 
that  I am  deftitufe  of  the  true  fpirit  of  Chriß. 
O Chrift ! Chrift  ! how  much  art  thou  neg- 
leaed  by  men,  for  whom  thou  haft  purchafed 
immortality  with  thy  precious  blood ! My 
VoL.  I.  F friend 
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friend  would  die  without  hope,  if  thou  liadfl 

not  facrificed  thy  life  for  fuch  as  truft  in 

thee.  Now  he  will  die  in  full  confidence  of 
/ 

the  atonement  thou  haft  mäde  for  repenting* 

t 

finners,  and  at  the  lad  day  rife  to  life  im- 
mortal,  to  live  for  ever  to  praife  thy  holy 
name.  And  cöuld  I forget  thee  in  my 
prayer ; thee  who  art  the  author  and  giver 
of  immortality? — Thefe  were  my  thoughts. 

We  came  to  a farrier’s — “ We  muft  dop 
“ here,”  faid  the  poftillion;  the  horfes  fhoes 
**  muft  be  faftened,  and  one  which  is  loft, 
“ replaced.” — Impatience  I Impatience  1 how 
bufy  waft  thou  in  my  heart  j I hefitated,  whe- 
ther  I fliould  get  out  and  walk,  as  wc 
were  only  one  league  diftant  ftom  the  abode 
of  my  friend.  At  laft,  being  told  that  we 
ihould  not  ftop  above  a quarter  of-an  hour, 
I refolved  to  femain  in  the  carriage  j took 
out  my  memorahdum-book,  and  continued 

my 
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my  Journal  thus  far. — ‘‘  Wellt  Poßillionf 
“ have  you  not  done  yet  ^ You  make  it  dam — 'd 
“ longV' — Like  a flafli  of  light’ning  it 
darted  through  my  foul : Whatfoever  ye  do, 
in  Word  or  deed,  do  all  in  the  ncme  of  the  Lord 
Jefus  / No  ! No  l I cannot  hide  it  from  my- 
felf;  I do  not,  for  a fingle  hour,  continue  to 
think,  to  aft,  and  to  talk  like  a Chriftian. 

The  farrier  had  done — how  glad  was  I to 
be  diverted  again,  and  recalled  from  my  late 
ßiameful  fenfations. 

The  poftillion  doubied  his  fpeed.  I fan- 
cied  the  joftling,  which  promifed  to  bring 
me  a little  fooner  to  the  arms  of  my  friend, 
would  acquit  me  of  refiefting  and  praying ; 
however,  the  proximity,  the  proximity  of  my 
fick,  dying  friend  preffed  my  heart;  all  within 
me  was  in  a flutter.  I came  to  myfelf — the 
ftupor  vaniflied— I grew  all  life,  fenfibility, 
'"v  armth  and  friendfliip — ^the  poftillion  found-* 

Fa  ed 


68 


JOURNAL  OF  A 


ed  his  horn,  and — I almoft  fainted  away.  The 
wife  of  my  beloved  friend  was  ftanding  ak 
the  door. — “ O ! come,  come  my\  bleffed 
“ friend  1”  exclaimed  flie,.  ‘‘  Good  God ! how 
“ pale  you.  look.”  I went  up  ftairs  with 
tottering  fteps,  pulled  off  my  pelife,  - and 
walked — alas  ! into  the  dark  room.  ap- 
proached  the  bed  on  tip-toe — the  wan,'fee- 
ble  hand  of  my  friend  was  ftretched  out  to 
jne ; I laid  my  face  on  his,  which  was  be- 
dewed  with  fweat — and\yas,God  be  praifed! 
entirely  the  man,  and  the  friend.  1 could 
not  recolleft  what  I intended  to  fay,  or  not 
to  fay ; however,  God  be  praifed ! I eould 
weep  and  figh. — The  hiftory  of^the  illnels 
was  related. — My  ardent  defire  was,  to  pro- 
ftrate  myfelf  by  the  bed-fide,  to  pray  and  to 
weep. — “ Don’t  weep  fo  much,  my  dear 
“ friend ! make  yourfelf  eafy  ; I have  many 

thing-s  to  teil  you ; we  Ihall  foon  be  left 
. • “ to 
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’‘"to  ourfelves !”  faid  my  fick  friend,  with  a 
tranquillity  which  afforded  rae  unfpeakable 

comfort. 

# 

t 

Tea  was  brought  in,  and  I requefted  tö 
ufe  my  commodity.  I did  it;  but  every 
moment,  whieh  delayed  the  converfation 
with  my  friend,  lay  heavy  upon  me.  At 
Icngth  the  room  was  cleared,  and  I left  alone 
with  him  : — ‘‘  Come  nearer,”  faid  he.  O ! 
that  I could  but  imprint  faithfully  on  my 
memory,  and  never  forget  all,  all  bis  laft  in- 
eflimable  words  ! O ! that  I alfo  eould  do  it 
with  that  fimple,  fmcere,  heart-cutting  tone 
with  which  he  pronounced  them.  I ftood 
by  his  bed-fide ; he  was  lying  on  his  back,' 
almoft  exhaufted,  and  faid  : — I have  many‘ 
“ things  to  teil  you,  dear  friend ; however, 
“ my  weaknefs  bids  me  to  mention  only 
“ what  is  moft  neceflary  j I need  not  to  en- 
“ treat  you  to  double  your  attention* — Firft 

F 3 “ of 
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of  all,  I thank  God  that  I enjoy  once 
“ more,  before  I leave  this  world,  the  un^ 
^ fpeakable  pleafure  of  difclofiug  my  beart 
to  you.  I hope  God  will  grant  me  fuffi- 
cient  ftrength,  and  give  bis  blefling  to  my 
“ words.  I am  dying,  my  friend ! I fhall 
‘‘  tarry  bere  below  only  a few  days  longer, 
perhaps  only  a few  bours.  God  be  praifed! 
“ tbat  after  unfpeakable  ftruggling,  I can 
bear  tbe  idea  of  dying ; tbat  I can  eiidure 
“ it  at  laft — at  lall — O!  my  friend!  after 
an  unfpeakable  ftrugglej  and  can,  with 
“ confidence  in  Jefiis  Cbrift,  bebold,  with 
, “ an  ardent  defire,  my  approaching  diffolu- 
tion.  It  is  trucj  nay  mucb  beloved  and 
faitbful  wife-r-ber  tears,  her  languifliing 
countenance,  and  the  figbt  of  you — O ! 
bow  could  that  be  indifferent  to  me.” 
Here  he  ftopped,  feeing  that  my  tears  and 
diftrefs  prevented  me  from  liftening  to  bis 

words. 
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vvords.  I conftrained  myfelf  to  fupprefs  mf 
emotion. — “ Yes,  inyfriendl”  confinued  he,' 

“ your  tears  affe£t  me;  but  I have  con- 
“ quered — I die  without  reludlance  ; but 
“ (here  he  fqueezed  my  hand  with  tender- 
nefs)  to  your  care  I entruft  the  foul  of  my 

I 

‘‘  wife;  comfort  her — cheer  her  up — pray 
“ for  her  ! 

“ However,  we  muü  make  the  beft  ufe 
**  of  the  few  remaining  moments  ; I begin 
already  to  feel  the  effefts  of  talking,  and 
“ the  emotions  of  my  foul.  Let  me  teil 
“ you,  in  few  words,  but  enforce  it  on 
“ your  foul — I have  not  led  the  life  of  a 
“ Chriftian — I have  not  been  an  hypocrite,  , 
“ my  friend,  not  what  the  world  calls  an 
“ hypocrite;  however,  I have  not  been  a 
“ Chriftian ; and,  I truft,  that  you  will  thank 
me  in  the  next  world,  for  this  wound 
^ which  I muß  inflift  on  your  heart.  We 

F 4 have 
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have  not  been  Ckrißian  friends ; the  fpirit, 

and  the-  love  of  Jefus  Chrift,  has  not  dwelt 

“ in  US.  Our  friendfhip  was  not  founded 

on  him,  not  animated  by  him,  not  a£tive 

in  promoting  his  honour.  How  many 

hundred  hours  of  our  fhort,  fhort  life, 

“ haye  we  killed  with  the  moft  idle  and  ufe- 

“ lefs  converfation — wIth  plans  of  arpbi- 

tion — of  ambition,  my  friend  l God  knows 

“ I am  fpeaking  with  the  greateft  delibera- 

tion.  Even  what  the  worid  calls  rightful 

‘‘  and  noble  ambition,  is  abominable  in  the 

fight  of  God,  an  ever  dellroying  poifon  to 

% 

the  foul,  a bane  to  all  virtues ; a hell  to 
“ the  heart  which  begins  to  perceive  that  it 
is  near  the  gates  of  death  ; which  begins 
“ to  be  fenfible  of  the  eternity  of  God,  of 
“ ChrilVs  unfpeakable  majefty,  and  his  in- 
comparable  humility. — O!  my  friend!  that 
“ paffion  has  caufed  me  a thoufaud  burii-  • 
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ing,  burning  iears  of  unutterable  grief, 
ftruggles  full  of  woe — deeper  than  I can 
defcribe  it,  in  a manner  whicb  you  can- 
‘‘  not  copcelve  an  idea  of — unfpeakably 
deep  have  I been  afflifted  by  every  im- 
pulfe  of  that  monller,  which  rufhed  upon 
“ my  mindon  the  brink  of  eternity.-^O ! how 
“ heavenly  true  are  thou,  word  of  my  Sa- 

■ ‘ viour  : Whojoever  ßiall  exalt  himfelf,  ßiall  be 

■ ^ abafed!  Jefus  Chrift  was  humility  itfelf,  in 
“ the  full  fenfe  of  the  word — It  is  enougk  for 

the  dijciple  that  he  be  as  his  Lord ! and  the 
**  fervant  as  his  maßer. — O ! friend,  do  not' 
forget  thefe  words  ! I die — but  truth  fhalj 
“ never  die.  Heaven  and  earth  Ihall  pafs 
away;  but  not  the  words  of  Jefus  Chrift. 
O!  my  dear,  dear  friend  j how  are  my 
**  beft  a£tions  dwindling  away  on  the  brink 
of  the  grave ; and  how  horribly  are  my 
faults  and  foibles,  which  I formerly  thought 

“ little 
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little,  towering  up. — Alas  ! how  littk  do 
we  know  ourfelves,  although  the  buftle 
of  life  fhould  bc  ever  fo  gentle. — O ! how 
dreadful  is  the  filence  of  death ; how 
dreadful  the  ftillnefs  of  eternity ! — O ! how 

t 

**  terrible  the  heavy  load,  the  load  of  our 
own  heart,  fo  extremely  corrupted  ! — 

“ God!  God!  Creator!  JefusChriftl 

What  words  are  thefe  ! What  thoughts 
‘‘  do  they  contain  ! How  many  thoufand 
“ times  have  I pronounced  thefe  words, 
“ without  refle£Hng  on  the  impenetrable 
and  ever  adorable  author  of  my  exiftencc, 
^ my  life,  and  immortality. — Creator  1 Fa- 
therl  What  name  fliall  I give  to  thy 
“ mercy,  whjch  will  forgive  for  ever  thefe 
‘‘  numberlefs,  enormous  a6ls  of  thoughtleflr 
nefs  i thy  mercy  which  will  forget  them, 
and  deftroy,  through  Jefus  Chrift,  all  the 
“ bad  confequcnces  they  produced  to  me, 

“ and 
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and  others,  I am  almoft  fpeechlefs” — 
“ Thou  art ; yes,  thou  art,  /ove” 

“ My  friend ! I have  now  thrce  things 
**  more  on  my  mindj  I have  feveral  God-» 
“ children,  whom  I intended  to  inftru6l, 
“ and  to  educate,  I thought  it  fo  much 
“ the  more  incumbent  on  me,  becaufe  it 
did  not  pleafe  providence  to  blefs  me 
♦♦  with  children  of  my  own. — I entreat  yon 
to  fupply  njy  place ; I have  fet  apart  four 
" hundred  dollars  for  four  of  them,  whof^ 
“ names  and  abode  my  wife  will  teil  you.  I 

bequeath  them  to  yon  j I need  not  teil 
you  more. 

“ You  will  find  a vqlume  of  BufFon's 
Hiftoire  Naturelle  in  my  library.  I have, 
out  of  an  unpardonable  careleflhefs,  de- 
layed,  froip  one  day  to  the  other,  to  re- 
turn  it  to  Mr,  N.  to  whom  it  belono"s, 
and  who  muft  have  forgot  that  he  lent  it 
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“ me.  Return  itto  bim,  beg  hispardon  in  my 
narne,  and  afk  bim  if  tbere  is  any  book  in 
“ my  library  be  fliould  like  to  bave ; if  tbere 
“ is,  iet  bim  bave  it  5 if  be  fbould  afle  none,‘‘ 
give  bim  my  elegant  edition  of  Horace. 
Alas  1 tbere  was  mueb  petty  vanity  in 
« tbe  choice  of  my  books.  How  many  doi- 
lars  could  I bave  employed  to  better  pur- 
pofes — and  bow  many  bours  too  l O ! my 
“ friend,  bow  important  is  every  hour  of  fo' 
^ fböTt  a life 

Here  my  ffiend  ftopped— tears  bedewecl 
my  cheeks — he  looked  at  me  witb  inward 
g^-ief  — “ O ! my  friend  !”  refumed  be,  ‘‘  I 
bave,knowingly,uttered  acalumny  againft 
an  honeft  man ; bave  done  it  from  mo- 
tiveSj  which,  I bope,  God  will  forgive  me, 
“ and  erafe  tbe  impreflion  of*‘it  for  ever 
from  my  immortal  foul. — Gö  to  bim  as 
foon  as  I am  dead  3 l would  fay  while  I 

ant 
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“ am  living,  if  I did  not  want  all  my  remain- 
“ ing  momei^ts  to  converfe  with  you. Go, 
“ and  oder  hi.m  this  hand,  which  I am  nov/ 
“ preffing  within  mine,  and  which  is  be- 
dewed  with  the  fweat  of;  my  approaching 
death,-  teil  him  that  I have  Ihed  bitter 

i j 

? tears  on  aceount  of  tha| -calumny— erii- 
“ brace  him,  in  jmy  näme,l  and  then  go  to 
“ Mr.  M.  and'D.  Go  (I  conjure  you  hj 
“ my,  dying  moments.hot  to  omit  it,  in' 
Order  to  fpare  me  after  my  death)  arid  teil 
“ them  what  anguifli  of^  foul 'this  calumny 
has  given  me  on  my  death-bed.’’  ■ 7:;  ^ 

Here  my  friend  ftopped ; I ipromifeii.  to 
execute  his  requefts  faithfully. — « God  will 
‘‘  reward  you  for  it,  ,beft  of,  menl”  added 
he,  and  ordered  his  family  to  come  again 
into  the  room.  My  heart  was  now.fo  tran-r 
quil  that  I feemed  to  have  entirely  forgot 
the  greatnefs  of  the  impending  lofs.  He  feil 

afleep. 
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afleepj  and  1 haftened  to  infert  in  my  jouf- 
nal,  as  accurately  as  poiTible,  whatever  I 
had  heard. — O l facred  hour  ! and  ye  lad 
heart-thrilllng  words  of  my  dying  friend,  be 
för  ever  prefent  to  my  mind. — O ! that  this 
leaf,  and  tbe  dfawing  I am  going  to  mäke 
of  this  afflifting  fcene,  could  render  them 
for  ever  prefent  to  my  memory. 

The  whole  afterooon  pafled  quietly  j I was 
fitting  by  his  bed-fide  the  greateft  part  of  it, 
abforbed  in  ferious  meditations,  fighing, 
weepi'ng — and'yet,  almoft  the  whole  time, 
eafy  and  ferene.  I could  do  very  little  befides 
, readin-g  to  'my  friend  fome  dying  hymns, 
ftopplng  now  and  then,  interrupted  by  many 
fighs  and  tears.  My  friend  appeared  to  be 
very  much  affefted  while  I was  reading  to 
him ; repeated  with  great  emotion,  and  many 
lighs,  fingle  words  and  ihort  paffages  of  the 
hymns,  but  talked  very  little  the  whole 

afternoon. 
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afternoon.  My  heart  was  bleecling,  becaufe 
I was  not  enabled  to  fay  the  leaft  word  tbat 
migbt  have  afforded  him  comfort  and  plea- 
fure  in  bis  dying  moments.  He  was  ex- 
tremely  weak,  and  faid  once,  “ it  afforded 
“ him  unfpeakable  comfort  tbat  he  could 
“ figb  fo  filently,  and  meditate  without 
“ being  interrupted.’'  Although  I was  figh- 
ing  fo  frequently,  yet  I was  not  difpofed  to 
pray  filently  and  continuedly — I ventured 
to  take  up  my  Journal,  and  continued  it 
thus  far^and  frequently  liftening  to  the 
broken  accents  of  my  friend,  I now  ventured 
to  write  down  fome  thoughts  by  bis  bed* 
fide,  for  I know  what  a deep  impreflioii 

fuch  recolle£Uons  fometimes  produce  in  the 
heart. 


Thoughts 


So 


•Journal  of  a 


Thonghts  and  Senfations  by  the  Death-bed  of 
my  "Friend. 

Sunday  the  Seventh  ofjanmry,  lyög. 

Six  o' Clock  in  the  Evening. 


' ONE  of  my  deareft  friends  oti  earth  is 
now  ftretched  out  before  nie,  too  weak  ,fo 
iitter  a fingle  word  to  bis  tender  wife,-  or  to 
me — the  fame  man,  whom  I fo  öften  have 
prefifed  to  my  böfdm,  who  was  fo  lively  and 
fo  aftive  — But,  God  be  praifed  ! ’franquih 
lity  anxi  peace  are  poured  in  bis  foul,  and 
he  burns  with  a filent  delire  for  immortality 
— for  the  fight  of  bim  he  löves,  though  he 
never  faw  him — in  whom  he  rejoiceth  with 

an  unfpeakable  and  heavenly  pleafure. 

O ! that  I on  my  death-bed  might  be  as  eafy 

as  my  friend,  and,  like  him,  await  the  glory 

of 
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of  the  invifible  world,  with  refignatlon  and 
hopeful  confidence  1 But  the  wprds  he  ad- 
dreffed  to  me  to  day— yes  ! all  my  limbs  are 
ftill  trembling— yes,  deareft  foul ! I have  feit 
the  truth  of  thy  words  j however,  I am  afraid 
of  my  heart,  I dread  the  time  vvhen  thou 
ihalt  leave  me — ^for  I know,  I know  my 
getfulnefs— but  is  it  poffible  that  I ever 
flipuld  forget  thy  words. — Q!  thou  mean 
ambition ! Shouldft  thou  ever  refurae  agaiu 
the  fway  over  me.  I have  oftentimes  been 
fenfible  how  foolifli  thou  art  j I have  fre- 
^uently  bemoaned  thy  power  pver  me,  and 
cuarfed  thee  in  the  prefence  of  rny  God. — 
The  voice  of  a dying  friend,  which  pene- 
trates  to  the  deepeft  receflfes  ,pf  my  huma- 
nity,  now  warns  me  likewifp  againft  thee— 
that  J fliould  not  again  court  the  applaufe  of 
mortal  men.  My  friend  wanted  fpme  drink  j 
I mixed  a little  raiberry  wine  with  water, 
VoL.  I.  G aiyt 
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and  gave  it  him.  His  wife  raifed  hiin  up, 
and  he  took  the  glafs — “ Good  God ! what 
“ an  undeferved  refrefhment ! How  many 
poor  people  long  in  vain  for  what  my  be- 
nevolentj  faithful  God  now  grants  me.  O! 
ye  fellow-ftrugglers  ! who  arc  with  me  on 
“ the  brink  of  the  grave — could  I but  relieve 
you,  as  God  has  relieved  my  body  and  foul. 
— Let  me  now  refl;  again,  my  friends  !’* 

We  fat  down  to  fupper;  he  feemed  to 

fleep. — “ You  will  not  forfake  me,”  faid  his 
wife  to  me ; “ he  has  bequeathed  to  me 
“ your  friendfliip.  Has  he  not  ? thou  faitl>- 
ful  friend  of  my  deareft  hufband.” — O 1” 
faid  I,  “ my  whole  heart  is  yours ; I wifh  I 
“ did  not  live  at  fo  great  a diftance  from 
‘‘  you.”  I then  fhewed  her,  in  myj’oumal, 
the  paffages  relating  to  her ; Ihe  wept,  and 
I fhed  tears  with  her.  God ! how  we  were 
terrified ! — we  heard  hirn  rattle  in  the  throaf 
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•>^he  breathed  with  difficulty — he  opened 
bis  eyes,  ftaring — his  hand  trembled.  “ Let 
“ US  kneel  down  and  pray !”  exclaimed  I, 
bending  my  knees,  and  direfting  my  face 
towards  the  bed,  I prayed  aloud,  whiHl  a 
ftream  of  tears  ran  down  my  face : “ Lord  ! 

Lord ! our  God ! merciful  and  graciops, 
**  have  mercy  on  our  dear  dying  brother  1 
he  is  thy  creature  1 have  mercy  onjhim.l 
“ Jefus  Chrift  has  fuffered.  dcath  far,  him. 
“ Have  mercy  on  him  ;•  pour  light  into  his 
jfoul ! fupport  him,  thpu  God  of  love  ! lot 
“ him  powerfully  feel  thy  mercy!  graut  hini, 
“ in  the  agony  of  death,  a diftant  foretalle 
of  the  joys  of  the  eteirnal  eontemplation  of 
“ thee ! O ! Jefus  Chrift  ! thou  haft  tafted 
“ the  bitternefs  of  de.ath -for  .us  all;  haft 
« tafted  it  alfo  for  our  dying  friend ! Thou 
“ knoweft  the  agonies  of  the  dying;  thou 
**  knoweft  his  fufferings ; thou  art  all  com- 

G a « paftlon, 
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“ paffion,  and  powerful  to  fupport  tliofe 
" whd  are  wfeftling  with  death.  O!  pene- 
“ träte  him  with  the  animating  power  of 
thy  eternal  fpirit  I Purlfy  and  fah£tify  him 
entirely  throdgh  and  through,  thät  his  foul 
“ and  body  may  bef  kept  ünfpotted  until  the 
day  of  thy  coming  ih  gloiy.  -Give  him  ä 
“ foretafte  ö£  the  ’jbys  öf  the  refurreftion, 
and  öf  the  rap'tutes  which  thy  eteriial  love 
infpires  j give  him  courage,  that  he  itiay 
“ not  be  terrified  by  death ! Make  him  truly 
^ fenfible  öf  thy  löve,  thät  he  may  not  be 
**  äfräid  of  appearing  before.the  light  of“ 
thy  couhtenänöe. — HäVe  lüerGy  on  him  ; 
**  ftrengthen  him!  fave  him!  make  him 
happy  for  ever  1” 

Thüs  I pfayed,  and,  Göd  be  praifed ! did 
it  tvith  great  fervour,  with  a lively  belief, 
and  an  overflowing  heart. 

t 'got  Up,  looked  at  my  dying  friend,  who 

appeared 
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lippeared  to  have  recovered  a little,  and  w.e 
relaxed  in  pr.^ylng.  lyiy  heart  exhortpd  jn,e 
to  go  on  i but  my  knees  woukl  not  bend 
any  longer.  I went  to  the  window  in  Order 
to  reft  myfel/^  jjule  j I folded  my  arm,?,  and 
fighed  a few  moments  -rrheard  my  de^  ffi'end 
ftill  breathe  with  difficulty,  and  ilied  fome 
tears.  I tben  feated  myfelf  by  the  fide  of 
tiis  afflifted  wife,  took  her  by  the  hand,  and 
addreffed  her  thus : — Our  dear  friend  will 
“ foon  have  eonquered ; he  will  foon  be  de- 
livered  for  ever  from  his  prefent  agony 
and  ever^y  pain.  I am  fure  his  mind  is 
ferene,  and  probably  he  feels  no  longer 
the  ding  of  death.  Donk  grudge  him  the 
blifs  which  awaits  hinj,  and  always  recol- 
“ le6t  that  God  is  your  father,  and  Jefus 
“ your  faithfulleft  and  eternal  friend.  A 
few  years,  dear  friend,  a few  years  longer, 
^3  “ and 
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“ and  they  will  fieet  away  like  days — and 
you  will  be  united  to  him  for  ever,” 

Tondct  WC  behold  in  bylghtnefs» 

*•  AU  thc  friends  who  went  beforc  j 
**  Foes  and  death  fhall  thett  not  part  us ; 

Death  and  grave  afflift  no  morc.” 

■ « O ! dear  friend!”  faid  Oie,  do  not  for- 

**  fake  me  ! If  you  could  but  always  remaii^ 
with  me— but  wh?n  the  darling  of  my 
« heart  is  dead,  and  you  are  returned  tp 
« your  family— alast  how  gloomy  will  my 
“ life  then  be  !” 

« Y^s !”  replied  I,  “ I feel  the  greatnefs 
“ of  your  grief,  and  the  burthen  which 
**  threatens  to  lie  heavy  on  your  foul ! How- 
“ ever,  this  dear  man  will  then  ftill  bp 
« living,  and  pray  to  our  hcavenly  father  to 
grant  you  blefling  and  ftrength ; and  J 

know,  and  many  fmcere  fouls  will  know 

“ it 
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f*  it  too,  that  pure  religion^  and  undefiled  wor~ 
ßiip  before  God  the  Father,  is  this : to  vißt 
the  fatherlefs  and  the  widGUüS  in  thelr  aßic- 

tion." AND  TO  KEEP  HIMSELF  UN- 

SPOTTED  FROM  THE  WO R LD  !”  exclaim- 

€d  my  dying-  friend,  turning  towards  us. 
Wc  llarted  up,  feized  with  aftonifhment, 
kaned  over  him,  and  looked  at  each  other^ 
€xclaiming,  H<e  ftlll  hears  what  we  arc  fpeak- 
“ ing : — ‘‘  Woe  unto  us  if  we  ever  forget  bis 
“ powerfui  admonitions!”  Nothing  would 
have  been  more  natural  than  to  pray  with 
iny  dying  friend,  or  to  read  to  him  the  moft 
pertinent  paflages  of  the  gofpel ; but,  God 
knows,  timidity  or  baflifulnefe  prevented 
me  from  doing  it — and  how  incapable  I 
found  myfelf  to  entertain  my  friend  with  due 
fervor.  I endeavoured  to  lull  my  confcienee 
afleep,  perfuading  myfelf  that  he  had  no 
pccafion  for  it;  and  that  he  was  capable  to 
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feed  his  foul  with  the  comforting  truth  of 
llie  gofpel  without  my  affiftance.  Never-: 
thelefs,  I could  not  help  feeling,  with  a 
pungent  Ihame,  my  want  of  that  true  fenfe 
•of  chriftianity,  and  of  that  fullnefs  of  fenfi: 
bility,  with  which  our  lips  are  wont  to  over- 
flow. 

The  condition  of  my  frienl  remained  un- 
altered tili  twelve  o’clock;  he  ftill  breathed 
diftin£bly,  but  uttered  not  a fingle  word 

I 

tnore.  I continued  my  Journal  thus  far,  in- 
order to  avoid  falling  afleep.  At  le'ngth  we 
'fancied  that  he  was  departed : taking  the 
candl<e,  and  approaching  the  bed,  we  foünd 
that  he  was  drawing  near  his  drffolution — 
he  breathed  with  dilflculty ; I heard  a gentle 
figh:  ■his  wrfe  began  to  weep  aloud — “ O'l 
**  dear,  dear  foul ! alas  ! he  is  dying — God 
have  mercyonme! — ^heis  dying  1”  - I now 
ventured  to  'fay — and  indeed  it  came  from 

* my 
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my  iieart — while  tears  guöied  from  -eyes 
: — “ / am  the  refnrreSfmi  and  the  life’-,  he  that 
**  helkveth  in  me ßmli  live^  thongh  he  were  dead. 
f‘,  This^  my  dear  friend ! feels  the  dar'ling  of 
‘‘  OUT  heart  much  ilronger  than  we  can  con- 
f*  ceive,”  No  fooner  had  I faid  this,  but 
be  expired;— Jefus!  Chrift^  he  isdeadl” 
exclaimed  bis  wife,  leaning  over  him,  “ he 
is  dead  ! Alas ! he  is  dead  No,  my 
friend  I he  is  living,  as  true  as  Jefas  Ghrift 
Ijves.”  However,  when  I caft  my  eyes 
toward§  hira,  and  applied  my  hand  1q  bis 
cheeks^  all  my  courage  and  comfort  fled. 
J was  ready  to  drop  down,  and  could  not 
help  repeating,  with  tears  in  my  eyes,  he  is 
dead!  my  feelings  were  unufcterablej  J tried 
'to  corapofe  myfelf. 

We  wrapped  my  deceafed  friend  up-I 
almofl;  fainted  away. 
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Thas  thou  alfo  fhalt  bc  wrapt  onc  time— — • 

Then  weeps  thc  comfort  of  my  life, 

My  friend,  and  with  him  weeps  in  vain 
The  darling  of  my  heart,  my  wifc  i 
Ko  tears  will  call  me  back  again.— 

O ! God ! what  is  the  fon  of  duft  ? What 
am  I,  who  am  yet  among  the  living  ? Thi's 
hand,  which  holds  and  guides  the  pen,  fhall 
foon  be  ftifF  and  cold  j not  feel  the  warming 
breath,  not  feel  the  darling’s  kif§  whom  I 
(hall  leave  behind.  And  thou,  my  wceplng 
eye,  thy  tears  will  ceafe  one  time  to  flow ; 
thou  Ihalt  one  time  be  dimm’d  like  thefe 
fightlefs  eyes  of  my-dear  fleeping  friend. 
Thou  flialt  then  breathe  no  more,  my  mouth ! 
iny  tonguc  fliall  ceafe  to  talk ; I (hall  theij 
be  ftretched  on  the  bed,  and  hear  no  more, 
what,  nigh  and  far  from  my  cold  corpfe,  they 
Ihen  will  talk  of  me,  hear  neither  praife  nor 
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blame.  O I God ! how  deep  do  I now  feel, 
what  I,  many  thoufand  times,  have  been 
repealing  without  fenfe,  and  what  I fecretly 
have  Jaughed  at  with  difguft,  as  if  it  had 
been  the  moft  common  trifle— that  I am  a 
viortal.  O!  what.a  difference  is  it  to 
a truth,  and  to  feel  a truth  ! 

Thus  far  I wrote  in  my  bed-chamber,  after 
my  deceafed  friend  had  been  wrapt  in  bis 
fhroud,  and  laid  on  a clean  bed, 

• Being  quite  alone,  one-pair  of  ftairs  higher 
than  the  corpfe,  I was  feized  with  fuch  hör- 
ror,  that  I hardly  ventured  to  lift  up  my 
eyes,  and  to  leave  ofF  writing.  1 hefitated 
whether  I fliould  extinguilh  the  candle,  or 
not.  O ! what  a weak  philofopher  I am ; 
what  a pitiful  Chriftian  I who  am  I afraid 
of  ? Do  I dread  the  body  or  the  foul  of  my 
dear  friend  ? And  is  not  God  prefent  where 
I am  ? — grew  a little  more  c<4mpofed— 

rofe 
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rofe  up,  undrefled  myfelf,  extlngulflied  the 
fire,  and  went  to  bed.  O 1 how  much  had  I 
to  think,  to  feel,  and  to  pray  l however,  I 
was  tired,  and  feil  afleep. 


JANUARY  the  Elghth. 

IT  ftruck  fix  o’clock  when  I awoke,  and 
I was  fo  eafy  in  the  firfi;  ‘moment  of  awak- 
ing,  that  I feemed  to  have  entirely  forgot 
the  lofs  of  my  beft  friend ; but  that  tranqnih 
lity  lafted  only  a few  monaents.  He  is  dead 
— — my  friend — beneath  me  lies  his  breathlefs 
corpfe — wkere  may  now  his  foul  be,  where 
hc  himfelf?  Alasl  far  diftant  front  me ! I 
cannot  oyertake ' him,  not  weep  him  back 
again  5 he  is  furrounded  with  light,  and  I 

'•wkh  darkmefs;’' Alas-!  I-ean  «ry^y  no  longer, 

not 
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not  for  a fingle  hour,  even  not  för  a moment^^ 
my  faithful,  pious,  aiid  ämiable  friend.-^I, 
wept  bitterly,  and  was  glad  tbat  I coiild 
weep — Alas ! how  little  did  I enjoy  bim, 
thought  1,  but  now  my  repentance  comes  too 
late ; how  little  häve  I conVerfed  with  him 
ön  his  ähd  iwy  ittimortality ; I have^,  indeed, 
frequently  difcöurfed  with  him  on  immorta- 
lity  in  general,  and  on  rfeligion  too,  but  h6w 
feldom  on  cift  immortality,  on  Ais  and  my 
Greator  and  R'edeemer ! And  now  he  is 
gone  over  to  better  regions,  in  order  to  be- 
sold him  wh'o  häS  qreated  and  regenferated 
him,  leaving  nYe  behind,  in  the  night  and 
buftle  of  this  life.  O What  'an  unhappy  year 
is  this  to  me  ! All  the  fefelings  öf  wounded 
friendlhip  are  roufed  witbin  me  5 howquickly 
have  you  Hipt  aWay,  ye  fweet,  but,  aksi 
only  half  enjoy  eddays!-^Hbw  was  I blindedl 
—He  invited  me  fo  tenderly  laft  year  to  fee 

him, 
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liim,  and  I dreaded  to  make  that  fhort  jour- 
ney  in  winter.  Alas ! how  fenfibly  muft  I 
now  fmart  for  that  lazinefs ! Alas  \ 1 was  to 
fee  him  now  only  one  fingle  day,  and  on  that 
very  day  I muft  be  a witnefs  of  his  death  1— 
Such  thoughts  frequently  occurred  in  my 
mind  j I wrapped  myfelf  repeatedly  in  my 
blanket,  and  could  not  leave  off  weeping. 
— .Some  perfon  knocked  at  the  door  ; l was 
much  frightened,  becaufe  I did  not  recollea 
that  I had  defired  yefterday  to  be  awakened 
foon  after  fix  o’clock. — How  little  did  I ap- 
pear  to  myfclfj  as  foon  as  I recolleacd  it  • 
—I  called  for  a light,  got  up,  and  did  not 
pray— O!  God,!  why  did  I not.  pray?  I 
fancied  my  grief,  my  tears,  and  my  gloomy 
teveries,  w^ould  ferve  inftead  of-prayers  j I 
rather  wöuld  give  myfelf  up.to  them,  than 
pray— I feated  myfelf  by  the  chimney-fide, 

lightcd  the  fire,  and  fpent  a full  quarter  of  an 

hour 
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hour  with  this  trifiing  oacupation.  Nothing- 
but  tranfitory  fancies,  though  gloomy,  yet 
not  in  thc  leaft  connected  with  moral ity  or  • 
religion,  entcred  my  mind, 

The  clock  ftruck  feven,“'and  now  the  con- 
icioufnefs  of  my  mortality  was  roufed  again. 
Again  1 have  trified  away  half  an  hour— fix 
hours  are  already  paft,  fince  my  dear  friend 
kas  been  admitted  to  adore'  God  in  the  light 
of  eternity,  enjoying  the  fruits  of  his  life. 

O heart ! O heart ! canft  thou  refufe  to  pray  ? 

• — I tremble  at  thy  thoughtleffnefs. 

I rqfe,  placed  the  table  clofe  to  the  fire- 
fide,  and  did  no/  pray,  but  continued  'my 
Journal  thus  far.- — I cannot  but  confefs, 
though  relu£lantly,  that  love  of  diverfion,  and 
a fecret  averfion  from  praying,  prompted  me 
to  do  it  j I would  rather  write  down,  and  con- 
fefs all  my  follies — but  no  j not  all — I never 
would  confcfs  them  all— I have  ho  true  de- 

fire 
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fire  to  mend  my  life.  My  bettcr  feeli'ngs,’ 
my  good  refolutlons,  and  my  virtuos,  dopend 
• all  on  accidental  external  circumflances ; and 
even  thefe  circumftances  lofe  frequently  their 
efficacy  after  a few  minutes. — I -will  not 
write  a word  morc3  1 will  lay  down  the  pen, 
and  pray ; will  pray,  bocaufe  I have  a fecret 
averlion  from  doing  it. 

What  a borrid  thoiigbt ! I walked  up  and 
down  tbe  r^om>  began  to  figh  repeatedly, 
and  to  be  afiliöed  on  account  of  the  ftub- 
bornnefs  and  incohftancy  of  my  heart.  “ O! 
“ God,”  faid  >1,  “ merciful  God ! why  am  I 
“ fo  averfe  from  converfing  with  thee  r Shall 
my  heart  ever  remain  cold  ? Shall  it  ever 
**  love  thee  in  fo  imperfe£t,  arabiguous, 
“ and  ungrateful  a manner  ? O ! when  fhall 
I be  enabled  to  confide  in  my  feelings  ?— i 
**  Canft  thou  not  break  this  heart  of  ftone  ? 
not  infpire  me  with  a love  entircly  fincen^ 

conftänt. 
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“ coriftant,^and  ‘invin.dhle;--r-Q|  why  do  1 
forget'thee,  fo.  ibon  ? Why  dt).  I forget  my-, 
felfalmo(lJ!e,\^erymonient  ? ,01  muft  I then, 
^veii.to,dayi  wh^C  ;!  Airrounded  with 

thejtengeft.mcitemeijtsijCOOT^^  of  my; 
“ poor  h£art.:.i  ,Alas!  I:  ftilj  deilitute.'  pf 

“r  a Jively  i convi^Hon  of : i that , fimdaiyiental 
“ ftrength  whioh  poffeifqs  the  whole  fbul, 
“ has  aaia^fö.energy^  and  J?,.  in  fom^  rc- 
“ fpeds,^§ntir0l)^  in.d€pend^^^  on  external 
irtipn}f<jsJ'iO,i-djew,.m€iwhat  is  needful 
‘‘  for  me,  aWd:gWe  mo/^hat:  will  lead  me  to 
“ piety,  and  etemal  bappmefs!” 

Thus  I pirayed,  kneeled  down,  and  ftruo'- 
gled  with  God  fqr  his  bleffing  to  my  virtue, 

and  for  every  comfort  to  the  widow  of  the 
deceafed. 

Hearing  fomebody  come  up  ftairs,  I rofe 
hallily  up  in  the  midft  of  my  prayers,  as  if  I 
had  been  alhamed,  or  doing  fome  bad  a6tion. 
VOL.I.  H -.Tn 
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—In  Order  tö'avoi<l-:being  thbught  an  hypo- 
crjte-  (whifpered''my  heart  to  me,  in‘a  pal- 
liating  manner),  1 wafhed  myfelfy  and  rinfed 


my  mouth ; the  water  was  cold,‘ and  got 
intö“an  hollow  toötbj'-Arigry  W'ith:-myfelf, 
and  vexed  at  this  tfifling  accident,'’  Fbecame 
a'gain  deftifute"öf  all  piöus  fenfationk-^I  was 
again  ftiocked- at  myfelf. — I ifind  I have  not 
yet  learned  how^to  bear  a trifling  momentary 
pain;  or  the  anguifh  caufed  by  a'  little  neg- 
ligence,  with  that  gentle  ’tranqtiillity  and  pa- 
tience,  which' becomes  the  wife,  and  is  fö 


.vi 


requifite  in  a- Chriftiän.*  ^ 

f was  writing  this  Journal  tili  eighk  o’clöck, 
^ and  then  went.  dow’n  ftairs,>full' bf  grief,  and 


in  a ferious  mood.  The  widow  looked  pale, 
and  was  clad  in  black  (God ! what  a fight 
to  me !) : I embraced  her,  and  bedewed  her 
cheek  with  fympathietic  tears.— “ Alas !”  faid 
(he,  weeping,  “ this  is  the  firft  day  of : my 

“ widow- 
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widowhood — I cannot  believe  that  he  is 
“ dead ! God  l what  a night  have  I had — 
“ I have -not  enjoyed  a wink  of  fleep  j how- 
ever,  my  fifter  kept  me  Company,  and 
“ comforted . me,  by  reading  prayers  and 
hymns  to  me.” 

-I  endeavoured  to  make  her  eafy,  and  went 
with  her  to  fee  the  corpfe.  She  leaned  over 
it,  and  wept  bitterly. 

.....4-  r 


, JANUARY  the  Ninth. 

( ■ ^ 

I COULD  fpare  no  time  yefterday  for  the 
contin'uation  of  my  Journal^  having  affifted 
in  fettUng  feveral  matters,  and  wrote  Tome 
letters  to  the  relations  of  the  deceafed,  giving 
frequent  vent  to  the  fervent  effufions  of  my 
heart,  and  to  the  tears  of  fincere  fenfibility. 

^ 2.  However, 
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However,  my  abominable  vanity  mixed  now 
and  then  with  'tbefe  fenfationsj  my  heart 
mifgave  me  when  1 perceived  it,  and  recalled 
to  my  miiid  my  departed  friend,  and  bis  laft 
words  i ,I  got  up,  and  wept  for  myfelf. 

Copy  of  a Letter  to  tJie  Brother  of  the 
Deceafed.. 

YOU  have  loft  a brother,  and  I a friend, 
who,  without  contodi£tion,  deferves  our 
tears  and  tender  remembrance. — I have 
had  the  mournful  fatisfaöion  of  feeing 
‘‘  him  expire.  O ! God  ! how  he  died  1 — 

f 

fo  eafy,  fo'tranquil,  fo  ferene,  and  fo  re- 
plete  with  the  moft  Chriftian  fenfations 
“ and  holy  belief  j yes,  I never  fliall  forget 
bis  laft  converfation.  O!  how,  I thank 
‘‘  God,  or  rather,  how  much  reafon  have  I 
to  thank  God,  that  I faw  him  the  laft  day 

“ of 
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of  his  life — it  was  än.unfpeakable  blefling 
« tome!  O ! that  I may  never,  in  my  whole 
“ life,  render  myfelf  uriworthy  6f  it  bHe 
went  to  his  eternal  reft  without  the  leaft 
“ conceit  or  affeftationj  as  artlefs.as  a child; 
^ and  as  fublime  as  an  angel,  if  angels.  coüld 
“ die.  .His  whole  mind  was  occupiied  with 
“ his  expefted  diffolution,  in  the  beginriing 
“ of  his  illnefs,  of  which  he,  at  the  latter  end 
“ of  laft  year>  appears  to  have  had  a fore- 
“ boding ; having  endeavoured  to  fettle.  all 
“ his  affairs  with  an  unufual  accuracy,  and 
“ copied  his  will. 

“ He  frequently  begged  to  be  left  alone  ; 

and  was  oftentimes  found  in  his  bed,  lying 

“ on  his  face,  in  a kind  of  fwoon,  his  eyes 

“ being  wet  with  tears.  His  lins,  even  his 

“ fmalleft  faults,  grieved  hirn  very  muchs  be 

% 

“ confeffed  them  not  only  in  general,  but 
“ mentioned  them  fmgly  j be.did  not  attempt 

H 3 


to 


lOl 


JOURNAL  OF  A 


**  to  palliate  them,  but  confeffed  them  with 
“ fo  innocent,  fo  modeft,  and  fo  amiable  a 
flmplicity,  that  it  is  not  in  my  powef  to 
" give  you  ah’adequate  idea  ofsmy  jby  and- 
“ admiration.'  His  humility  was  fo  great, 
fo  unaffe£led,  fo  wife,  that  I couId"not 
" enough  admire  and  adore  the  greatnefs  of 
‘‘  God's  grace,which  was  fö  eVidently  work- 
“ ing  in  his  foul.  • I fhould  never  have  done 
writing  to  you,  if  I were  to.  eniarge,  as  I 
“*,wilh  to  do,  on  the  many  fources  of  com- 
" fort  he  has  op'ened  to  his  friends  in  his  laß: 
‘‘  days ; however,  I mean  to  do  it  ere  long, 
“ if  it  pleafe  God.  The  widow  of  my  de- 
“ ceafed  friend,  feels  indeed  heavy  enough 
the  lofs  fhe  has  fuffered ; yet,  I hope,  her 
being  certain  that  ourlate  dear  friend  has 
‘‘  changed  for  the  better,.and  other  confo* 
“ lations  of  our  holy  religion,  againft  which 
“^her  pious  heart  is  not  ihut  up,  will  foori 
. . ' cntirely 
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« entirely  reftore  to  her  ,the  refignatipn 
whieh.  is  fo  becoming  and  falutary  to  us, 
and  does  fo.much  honour  to  the  power  of 
“ the  Gofpel.  ,It  would,  indeed,  contribute 
“ jnuch  to  it,  if  you,  dear  bro.ther  of  my  beft 
‘‘  friend,  would  vifit  her  as  foon  as  poffible, 
“ which  will  be  the  mpre  neceflary,  on  ae- 
“'count  of.  thie  arrangeiripnt  .of  different 
ceconomical  concerns,  whieh ;t,he  deceafed 
“ has,.  indeed,  leftin  the  beft 'order,  as.far 
as  it  lay  in  his  power;”  , ^ ' 

Having'  finifhed  myletters^,!  fealed  and 
fent  them  tö  the  poft,  after  I had'read  them 
to  the  widow,  who  found  no  fmall  confola- 
tion  in  it.,  l fcarqely  .had'  reflefted  on  my- 
felf . .a  ' rhoihent,  when  it  ftruck  twelve 
o’clock.  ; ■ . ) • ii-  i 

Düring  dinner'  we  were  pretty  eafy,  and 
converfed  frequently  about  the  deceafed.  His 
wife  related,  arAong  .Qther  .thingSi  that  |aft 

H 4 November 
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November  he  had  'iecretly  fold,  for  twelve 
dücats,  a 'Vttf  valuäble  book,  *and  a gold 
medal,  and'paid  wkh  that  money  th^  board 
öf  a poor  child,  that  had  run  away  from  his 
vicious  parents,  who  warited^  to  bring  him 
upto  begging.  Anöther  time,  he  fent  fe- 
cretly  by  the  poft  teh  ^dollars,  along  with  a 
confolatory  nate,  to  a poor  widow,  of  whom 
he'äccidentally  had  heard  a very  good  cha- 
raÖer.  O!  my  friend,”  faid  I,  when  fhe 
related  this,  “ how  bleffed  muß:  the  widow 
**  of  füch  a mah  be!  ^e  tears  of  widows, 
Which^Jod  cöuntSj’will  mix  with  yours,  to 
« your  bleffirigi”  ■ ' > 

’Thus  far  I continued  my  Journal  aftef  din- 
ner.  We  were  engaged  almoß  the  whole 
aftemoon  in  receiving  vjfits ; I had  a great 
deal  to  relate,  and  feveral  things  to  fettle, 
and  yet  could,  God  be  praifed ! think  now 
and  then  with'devotion  on  Godj  and,  with 
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pious  fenfatiohs,  on  myi.deceafed  friend.- 

The  whole  dair  appeäred-  to  me  to  have 

been  only  an  hour.  We  did  not  fup  before 
nine  o’cloCk  ; ’prayed  together, . fang  fome 
hymns,  and  went  to  bed  at'ele.ven  o’clock. 


JANUARY  the  Tenth. 

• , * ' r*  \i  - 

1 . ‘ \ 

-TO-DAY  my  friend  was  buried — Ol 
how  (hall  I fufficiently  animate  and  colIe6l 
my  thoughts  and  feelings  ? How  fenfible  am 
I,  that  I am  ftill  very  deficient  in  meditating 
on  the  moft  important  obje6ts  of  human 
knowledge. — Ol  God!  how  weak  I am  ftill  1 
— I have  already  paft  the  meridian  of  life, 

t 

and  never  yet  dedicated  half  a day  to  the 
contemplation  of  myfelf,  my  deftination,  my 
mortality,  and  immortality.  O ! thou  abo- 

minable 
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minable  love  of  amufement,  thou  foe  to  rea- 
fon  and  true  wifdom ! thou  deftroyer  of  peace 
of  mind — thou  robber  of  happinefs — thou 
fource  of  all  foHies  and  vices  ! When  (hall  I 
be  freed  from  thy  di£latesj  which  prevent 
me  from  converfing  with  myfelf  ? 

I will  go  to  thecoffin  of  my  beloved  friend, 
before  it  Is  fcrewed  up  ; I will  go  thither,  and 
meditate  there  before  the  face  of  theLord,  and 
give  vent  to  my  grief;  it  may,  perhaps,  pleafe 
God  to  blefs  my  meditation  in  fuch  a man-  • 
ner,  that  this  moumful  but  important  day, 
may  prove  to  me  a fource  of  everlafting 
joy,  and  the  beginning  of  a new  and  better 
life. 

' Thus  far  I wrote — went  down  ftairs,  and 
begged  to  be  only  one  hour  by  myfelf — I 
opened  the  doör  öf  the  roora,  where  my  de- 
ceafed  friend  lay~ the  fmell  of  corruption 
aflailed  me  as  I entered.  I was  feized  with 

horror; 
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Horror  j however,  I took 'courage,  fliut  tHe 
door  after  rhe,  opened  the  lid,  ratHer  fear- 
fully,  ' and  .placed  it‘ agalnft  the  1 wall ; re- 
moved,  with  fecret  awe,  the  cloth  whiqk 
covered  the  clay-cold'face  of  my  deceafed 
friend,  and  looked  at  it  awhile,  half  kneel- 
ing  and  muling ; this  is  the  fubftance  of  my 
meditations 

Here  thou  art  lying,  my  brother,  thou 
faithfulleft  and  beft  of  friends ! — pale,  cold, 
fpeechlefs,  and  without  fenfation,  art  thou, 
“ lying  in  thy  coffin,'the  liinits  of  mortality 
and  human  mifery. — My  eyes  are  weep- 
ing  over  thee — thou  feeft  me  no  more ; 
“ thy  inexpreflible  mild,  ferene,  never-to-be- 
forgotten,  and  heart-piercing  look,  meets 
“ my  eyes  no  more.  Alas ! with  a trem- 
bling hand  do  I take  hold  of  thinci  but  it 
does  not  return  the  preffure  of  mine. 
Thou  halt  no  fpeech ; not  a word,  not 


onc 
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“ one  look ; no  preflure  of  thy  hand,  no 

“ breath  for  thy  friend.  Nothing  is  left  to 

me,  but  to  ftay  a few'  hours  'with  thy 

“ corpfe,  and  all  will  be  taken  from  me ; 

0 

“ Alas  ! thy  forfaken  friend  fhall  then  have 
“ nothing  left  of  thee  I — — t !. ' , 

O ! my  brother  ! how  many  hours  have 
“ I fpent  by  thy  fide  ! — how  many  joys  and 
“ pains  fliared  with  thee  1 — how  much  haft 

thou  taught  me ! -but,  alas  i how' much 

“ more  could  I have  learned ! Open  was 
“ thy  ear  to  truth,  and  infatiable . thy  thirft 
“ after  virtue — patient,  like  alambj  hum- 
“ ble,  like  a child,  didft  thou  clofe  thy  days, 
“ dreamed  away  fo  foon.— O ! that  I could 
“ implore  heaven  to  grant  me  a death-bed 
“ like  thine — thy  heroic  ftruggles  with  thy 
“ felf,  and  thy  triumph  over  thy  heart  !— 
“ Alas ! only  a few  weeks  ago,"  I received 
“ a lettcr  frora  thee — how  little  did  I appre- 

“ hend 
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hend  that  -it  would  be  the  la^l — that  I 
" fliould  fee  thee  only  önce.  more,  only  for  a 
“ few  hours— and  then.  dying — and  now 

“ dead. Yes — dead— in  thy  coffin.-: — 

“ Alasi  thy  fpeechlefs  tongue,  thy  motion- 
lefs  hands,  thy  ftiff  feet,  teil  it  me  büt  .too 
« plainly!— O!  if  I knew— if  I could  but 
“ faintly  guefs,  that  thou  doft  hear  me,  how 
“ would  I raife  my  voice,  how  loud  exclaim : 
" Do  not  forget  me,  my  brother,  do  not, 
furrounded  by  immortals,  forget  a mortal 
“ man ! And  if  thou  ftill  canft  do  any  thing 
for  me,  O then  interceide  for  me  with  our 
“ heavenly  Father,  that  I may  be  enabled  to 
live  as  pioufly,  and  die  as  tranquilly,  as 
“ thou  didft  live  and  die  j pray,  that  two 
parts  of  thy  fincerity  and  humility,  of  thy- 
love  to  human-kind,  and  of  thy  genero- 
“ fity,  may  be  granted  me. 

“ Thou  haft  fent  for  me  to  thy  death-bed 

— thou 
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« -^thöü  didft'  fmile  at  me  fo'-  km^'ly^'when  I 
came-^thöii  ^ heardeft ' my-  präy^py  ^ which, 
alas  ! expired' fo'  föon  !— ^thoü' gaveft  me 
“ bleffing-^but  when  I (hall  be  ftretched 
“ out  and  languifh^  and  ftruggle  with.death, 
•**  I ftall  not  have  the  heavenly  pleafure',  and 
“ the  unfpeakable  comfort,  of  feeing  thee 
“ by  my  death-bed,  llfting  up  *thy  hands, 
“ and  bending  thy  knees  for  me.  No  gof- 
pel-comfort ' for  me  i no  ftrengthening 
prayer  for  me  i no  heart-confoling  hymn 
‘‘  will  then  flow  from^  thy  lips,  and  pene- 
träte  my  faintly-hearing  ears.  Thou  flialt 
not  then  fee.  me  j at  leaft  I fliall  not  fee 
thee,  nor  know  whether  1 fliall  be  fo 
happy  of  being  feeri  by  thee.*" 

Hearing  fomebody  come,  I ftarted  up, 
wiping  the  duft  from  my  knees,  and  went 
to  open  the  door.  It  was  ------ 

l went  to  my  room,  inferting  my  feelings  in 

my 
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my  journal*  as  Well  as-  Ii-coiild'.^remember 
them.  Once  .more,>  thought  J;-  I will  gö 
dowTa,  'and-  converfeLa . few  minutes  ( longer 
with;  the  cörpfe  pf  my  belbved  friend. 

i'l  was.ieftüo;myfelf  .for'Jha-lf  an  hoirr; — • 
Kow  mournfully  pleafed  was  I in  that  awfui 
folitude  i-^:rt  ds:.tfue,.  tl-ie  raarjcs  of  corrup- 
^ tion  filled  me  anew  with  horror  on  opening 
ihe;,door.  'I  put  the  lid^  upon  the  coffin, 
leaving  it  open  fcRrcely  a third  pari.— 
“ Alas  !”  thought  I by  myfelf,  “ I have  feen 
thy  face  for  the  lall  time,  my  now  happy 
“ friend ! Alas ! the  trac^s  of  cormptioii 
chafe  me  away  from  the  jfight  of  thee, 
once  fo  pleafing  to  me ; Alas ! muft  I bend 
my  head  fo  foon  over  thy  half-flmt  coffin, 
‘‘  and  teil  my  feelings,  in  a trembling  ac- 
Cent,  to  this  gloomy  folitude,  without 
“ feeing  thee.-^ 

“ O ! I will  once  niore  vow  to  thee,  oii 
thy  coffin,  to  remember  thy  virtue,  and 

thy 
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tliy  friendlhip.,  until  I alfo-iliall  be  ftretphed 
out  in  my'coffin;— Yes,  once  more  will  I 
my.harid.  upon  thy  ,heart— :that,hand 
“ which  has  .'clofed  thy'eyes— I promif© 
thee  before  .God,  andinperhaps,  in  the 
“..prefenceiöf:  thy,  immortal  fipirlt,;  that  I 
will  .never/ör^/ I.wiUrivetn  fuck  it 
“ manner^vas  if  thoü  wert  ßill  aicotißant  wiu 
“ nefs  ofmy  life — Gobd  deedsy  nolhing\but  godd 
“ deeds  ßaUithis  hand  perform  \ pious  w'ordsl 
**  nothing  but  pioul  words  ßiail ßow'  fr om'  t liefe 
lips,  which  \are.mow  pronomcingy  over  thy 
“ coffin^  VQWS  fo  facredy  ! . ?>.  '■  •* 

Having  walked  up  and -down, .the  room 
feveral^  times,  I (hut  the  coffiri,  a tear  of 
friendfhip  ftarting  from  my  eye ; I went 
back  to  my  room,  in  order  to  imprint  this 
important  hour  on  my  memory,  and,  if  pof- 
fible,  to  engrave  it  indelibly  on  my  mind,  by 
writing  my  feelings  carefully  down. 

If  I may  make  a drawing  of  my  fituation, 

and 
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and  if  I can  expeft  that  an  intuitive  repre- 
fentation  of  it  will  afFord  me  fome  inftruc- 
tion,  why  then  fhall  I not  draw  a defign  of 
it  ? Can  there  exift  one  which  promifes  to 
afFord  me  more  inftru£tion,  and  tp  make  a 
Jivelier  impreffion  on  my  mind,  than  this  ? 
— O ! may  I never  forget  thee,  fäcred  hour 
of  my  firft  view  ! — O ! may  I frequently  con- 
template  thee,  feint  remembrance  of  iny 
glorified  friend ! — Mayeft  thou  deter  me  for 
ever  from  every  folly,  and  every  fin ; deter 
me  as  powerfully  as  his  laft  fpirited  dif- 

courfe  U 1 put  my  hand  to  my  burning 

forehead — touched  my  eyes— and — like  a 
rapid  torrent— this  thought  rufhed  on  my 
mind ; “ Thefe  eyes  fhall  moulder  away ; 
“ thefe  limbs,  which  are  fo  dear  to  ine, 
“ and  fo  necefFary,  which  appear,  and  which 
I am  fo  fenfible  to  be  very  efFential  parts 
“ of  my  being,  fliall  all  become  ufelefs  and 
VOL.  I.  I cc 
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corruption— they  are  nothing : Flejh  and 
‘‘  blood  cannot  inherit  ihe  kingdom  of  heaven, 
“ My  friend  is  not  corruption,  he  is  immor- 
‘‘  tal;  but  yonder  in  that  coffin  is  mere 
“ corruption,  and  it  contains  not  a fpark 

“ of  immortality.” It  matters  not,  whe- 

ther  thy  fpirit,  O my  beloved!  dwells  among 
corruption  like  God,  who  even  in  the  grave 
refides — whether  thou^  who  art  dear  to  my 
foul — not  thoK  earthen  veflel,  houfe  of  clay 
— not  thou,  vifible  image  of  the  invifible — 
but  thou  thyfelf,  thou  invifible  light  and  life, 
quietly  refteth  yonder  among  the — alas ! al- 
ready  noifome — wrecks,  like  fire,  covered 
with  cinders ; or  whether  thou  art  out  of 
the  reach  of  corruption,  and  the  vifible 
things  be  as  invifible  to  thy  new-modelled 
fenfes,  as  night  is  to  an  inhabitant  of  the 
fun  ! — Yes,  perhaps,  thou  artyet  here;  per- 
haps  clofe  by  my  fide,  but  yet  out  of  my 

reach. 
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reach.  God  is  here,  he  is  every  where  ; if 
thou,  my  dear  happy  friend,  art  living  in 
him,  then  thou  art  in  heaven  j for  wherever 
God  is  prejenty  there  is  heaven  j and  he  who 
feds  and  feeth  God,  is  in  heaven,  although 
the  eye  of  mortals  fhould  fee  nothing  around 
them  but  corniption;  yea,  nothing  but  hell(f)i 
Therefore,  wherever  thou  mayeft  be,  my  dear 
departed  friend,  thou  art  in  heaven. 

* 

A Quarter  öfter  Eleven  6*  Clock >. 

I now  will  go  and  fee  thee  to  thy  grave, 
with  thoughts  as  Ihall  occupy  none  of  the 
mourners,  who  are  going  to  accompany  thee ; 


(f)  I necd  not  to  fay  that  Mir.  L.  is  no  profejfor  of 
bgic.  T. 
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with  fenfations  as  even  no  female  foul,  among 
all  thofe  who  bewail  thee,  fliall  feel. 

****** 

I intended  to  follow,  filently  meditating, 
thy  funeral  train,  my  deareft  friend,  whofe 
lofs  I feel  more  livelier  every  momcnt,  and 
with  encreafing  affe£lion ; but,  alas  l I found 
it  very  difficult.  The  moft  trifling  objefts 
were,  at  firft,  capable  of  amufing  and  di- 
verting  me  for  a few  moments ; however, 
every  diverfion,  which  wanted  to  intrude 
upon  me,'  was  difgufting  and  infupportable 
to  me.  I beheld  with  a mild,  tranquil,  and 
melancholy  look,  the  black  coffin  upon  the 
hier — Alas  l that  alfo  is  the  lall  time ! Di- 
verfions  were  intruding  again ; I was  angry 
with  myfelf ! — O ! how  could  I,  unfeeling 
wretch,  think  of  any  thing  but  thee. 

The  idea  of  the  joy  which  the  adoration 

and 
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-and  contemplation  of  God  does  now  afford 
to  my  dear  friend,  defcended  with  ferenity 
and  comfort  ^upon  my  gloomy  foul.  I fol- 
iowed  the  funeraJ  train,  and  the  idea  of  the 
blifs  my  departed  friend  enjoys,  darted  ^Ifo 
ä Jittle  tbrough  my  foul. 

* * ^ ^ ^ 

At  the  Clofe  of  the  Day^  Six  ot  Clock. 

My  God  !”  faid  I to  myfelf,  “ I muft 
“ pray  with  more  fervour  and  perfeverance, 

**  or  I fhall  be  the  unhappieft  being  on  earth.  ' 
‘‘  With  this  important  day^  with  the  pre- 
fent  day  will  I therefore  begin  to  exercife 
myfelf  in  praying,  and  earneftly  and  faith- 
“ fully  fix  a particulaf  time  pf  the  day  for 
that  purpofe.  God  will  become  my  friend ; 

I will  learn  to  converfe  with  him.  I will 
endeavour  to  become  perfe6tly  happy 
I 3 through 
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**  through  my  Creator,  and  heavenly  Fa- 
‘‘  ther : his  love  fliall'  occüpy  my  foul.  I 
‘‘  will  every  day,  at  leaft  once,  without  hefi- 
“ tating,  fall  on  my  knees,  and  pray  for  the 
“ love  of  Jefus  Chrift,  and  tfie  confolation 
‘‘  of  the  Holy  Ghoft : yes,  I will  go  di- 
“ re£l:ly  and  pray.” 


, JANUARY  the  Eleventh. 

I TRAVELLED  back  mournful,  and 
yet  replete  with  reviving  and  pious  refo- 
lutions. 

I came  to  an  inn,  wholly  occupied  with 
meditations  on  death,  and  my  own  morta- 
iity.  Four  people  were  fitting  in  the  room  ; 
“ Savage  fouls,”  thought  I (they  were  talk- 
ing  in  a low,  vulgär  manner),  “ how  deeply 
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“ are  ye  immerged  In  night  and  infenfibi“ 
“ lity.  Ye  are  mortals,  like  myfelf,  mortals, 
“ like  my  friend,  and  fabje£t  to  death  as 
“ well  as  we  ^ but  far  diftant  from  reflefting 
f on  death  and  eternity ! Deplorable  beings ! 
‘‘  who  will  remove  the  veil  from  your  eyes!” 
Thus  I faid  within  myfelf,  and  was  much 
exafperated  at  every  pofture,  at  every  look, 
at  every  geftnre  and  word  of  theirs. 

I now  pitied,  and  now  defpifed  them 
from  the  bottom  of  my  foul.  I thought  they 
ought  to  feel  what  I was  feeling,  to  have  no 
other  thought  but  that  of  their  mortality, 
and  to  be  as  much  occupied  with  ferious 
meditations,  as  if  they  had  juft  left  the  grave 
of  a dear  friend. 

Their  laughter,  their  geftures — and  their 
tobacco-pipes,  appeared  to  me  fo  ungodly, 
fo  thoughtlefs,  that  I was  almoft  tempted  to 
read  them  a fevere  leflure ; however,  the 

I 4 ferioufnefs 
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ferioufnefs  of  my  own  fituation  foon  led  me 
back  again  to  myfelf.  I fent  up  to  heaven, 

, in  their  behalf,  a few  not  veiy  humble  fighs. 
O God ! open  the  eyes  of  thefe  unihlight- 
ened  people.”  I went  to  One  cörner  of 
the  room,  taking  the  New  Teftäm'eht  out 
öf  my  pocket,  and  tead  a little  in  it",  grew 
angry  at  the  noife  thefe  people  made,  and 
defired  the  ländlörd  tö  let  me  havö  a room 
to  myfelf ; having  condufted  me  to  ohe,  he 
Ihewed  me  his  foh’s  ftudy.  My  fon,”  faid 
he,  “ is  a furgeon,  and  a great  adept  in 
anatomy.”  He  then  preffed  'me  to  fee  his 
colleStion  of  fkeletohs  and  faetuffes.  I did 
not  much  like  it  at  firft ; höwever,  as  foöh 
as  I entered  the  room,  and  beheld  the 
drawers,  I was  much  pleafed,  and  looked 
upon  that  incident  as  fent  by  providence. 
What  difgufted  me  moft,  was  the  garrulity 
of  the  landlord,  and  his  repeating  ever  and 
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anon,  how  forry  he  was  tHat  his  fon  was  not 
prefent.-^-i^I  wiflied  to  be  left  alone.^ — lii 
Order  tö  get  rid  of  him,  I enquired  whether 
he  would  not  give  me  leäve  to  examine  the 
böoks.-^«  Gertainly !”— He  did  not,  how- 
ever,  güefs  ät  my  drift.  ^ I took  a book  from 
the  flielf,.  turning  over  its  leäves,  and  put  it 
ägain  iii  its  former  place.  I then  took  down 
another,  with  anatomical  tables,  alking  him 
whether  I rnrght  take  itwith  me  into  my  room. 
“ I Ihould  be  welcome  to  ftay  in  the  room, 
“ and  'perufe  it  there,  aslong  as  lihould  like 
if 'it  woüld  be  more  cOnvenient faid  he 
with  great  kindnefs,  and’left  me.  I laid  the 
book  down,  took  pencil  and  paper,  and 
drew  a Ikull,  as  well  as  I could,  after  one 
which  I found  in  the  room.  Having  finilhed 
my  drawing,  I perceived  that  the  Ikull  could 
be  taken  off  from  the  Ikeleton.  I took  it 
down,  and  held  it  in  my  band  fome  time*. 

" This,” 
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This,”  thought  I,  “ has  been  the  fkull  of 

• \ 

a human  being,  who  once  had  life,  as  I 
“ have  now.  My  body  too,  may  be  difle£led 
“ one  time  or  other,  and  Ornament  the  col- 
t*  le6lion  of  an  operator:  perhaps  my  fkull 
will  alfo  be  looked  at,  drawn,  taken  down, 
and  carried  about.  Is  it  poffible  that  my 
“ head,  this  refidence  of  fo  many  intellec- 
“ tual  powers,  this.  mirror  of  the  foul,  ftiould 
one  time  refemble  this  fkull  ? — within  this 
‘‘  fkull,  which  1 am  now  holding  in  my  hands, 
refided  formerly  fomething — ^that  was  of 
“ «rreater  value  than  the  whole  inanimated 
“ Creation. — Alas  ! my  fricnd  l alas  ! foon, 
foon,  thou  alfo  fhalt  be  a fkeleton. — Hor- 
“ ribble  thought — I cannot  bear  thee  any 
“ longer ! — I now  replaced  the  fkull  again 
“ on  the  fkeleton,  becaufe  fomebody  was 
“ Corning,  and  went  to  take  a view  of  the 
“ little  unripe  foetufles,  which  were  pre- 

“ ferved. 
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ferved  in  brandy — fo  little,  and  fo  unfi- 
niflied,  I alfo  was  once.  O!  what  a weak 
beginning  of  my  exiftence ! what  a ftrange 
end ! I here  behold  the  two  limits  of  my 
abode  on  earth — I was  at  firft,  God  knows 
what.  I began  to  exift — My  little  frame, 
fcarcely  vifible  to  the  eye,  was  fixed  to  a 
ftring.  I grew  in  fize,  my  heart  began 

t 

to  beat — it  panted,  it  began  to  live — in 
the  midnight  darknefs  of  my  mother’s 
womb.  I was  born  with  pains  and 
groans — the  navel-ftring  was  cut  afunder 
— I grew  a whining,  helplefs  habe — flefli 
and  bone,  living  and  fenfitive ; I grew  in 
fize,  and  exercifed  my  limbs  j feil  ill,  and 
recovered  my  health  again  j at  prefent  I 
am  alive,  and  perhaps  to-morrow,  per- 
haps  to-day,  warmth  and  life  may  take 
their  ilight  from  my  body.  I then  fhall 
b?  ftretched  04  my  couch — my  fiefli  will 

“ be 
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“ be  lacerated — either  by  vermin  or  man — 
" and  my  bönes,  alas ! will  be  the  only 
**  thing  remaining  of  my  frame  I now  be- 
" hold,  like  that  Ikeleton  before  my  eyes. 

— O ! what  an  • unfathomable  beginning, 
“ what  an  impenetrable  end  of  my  exift- 
“ ence  on  earth  ! How  did  I priginate, 
“ when  begin  to  exilt  ? * How.this  my  Frame 
“ will  be  changed,  perhaps  in  a few  days ! 
O ! what  an  evident  proof  is  this,  that  an 
invifible,  almighty,  and  eternal  fpirit  ex- 
ifts,  to  whom  I owe  my  exiftence ; and 
j'“  that  I have  contributed  nothing  towards 
it,  becaufe  there  is  nothing  of  which  I 
“ know  lefs  than  of  what  concerns  my  ex- 
iftence.  Thefe  meditations  I revolved  in 
“ my  mind,  and  could  not  help  thinking  it 

very  ftrange,  that  moft  people  difregard 

« 

“ themfelves  fo  much,  as  never  to  refleft, 
“ with  wonder  and  aftonifliraent,  on  their 

own 
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own  exiftence,the  beginning  and  the  end  of 
‘‘  their  body,  which  feems  to  be  fo  infepara- 
" bly  and  effentially  conneöed  with  their 
“ being ; and  live — dream  (I  rather  fliould 
“ fay)  in  conftant  amufement  and  ignorance 
“ with  refpeft  to  themfelves,  and,  ää  one 
“ might  fay — as  aliens  to  themfelves. 

“ It  came  into  my  mind  to  provide  myfelf 
**  with  a human  fkull — the  fight  of  it  will 
“ certainly  remind  me  frequently  moft  pow- 
“ erfully  of  my  mortality;  I fliali  then  more 
“ frequently  aft  wifer,  and  with  more  feri- 
“ oufnefs,  and  be  lefs  capable  to  forget  the 
“ vow  I made  at  the  coffin  of  my  friend.” 

I alked  the  landlord  whether  his  fon  could 
not  fpare  me  a IkuU ; I Ihould  like  to  take 
one  home  with  me. — l'he  lively,  good-na- 
tured  man  knew  not  what  to  think  of  my 
requeft;  he  fancied  I was  joking,' — ‘‘  What 

“ do 
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‘‘  do  you  intend  to  do  with  a fkull,”  afked 
he,  fmillng ; “ you  are  certainly  no  furgeon, 
‘‘  nor  intend  to  become  one ; however,  I 
“ will  give  you  one,  I will  account  for  it 
“ to  my  fbn  ; I think  it  an  honour  to  oblige 
“ you  with  it.”  Having  faid  this,  and  many 
more  kind  things,  he  went  direftly  to  the 
clofet,  and  brought  me  a beautiful  white 
Ikull,  dufted,  and  gave  it  me,  with  many  em 
comiums  on  the  flcill  of  his  fon,  whom  he 
humbly  and  earneftly  recommended  to  my 
favour.  I might  keep  it,  he  faid,  he  would 
make  me  a prefent  of  it. 

Never  has  a gift  afforded  me  fo  much 
pleafure  as  this  Ikull.  I could  not  help  look- 
ing  upon  it  as  a kind  of  relick — the  former 
abode  of  an  immortal  fpirit,  for  whom  Jefus 
Chrift  became  man  and  died — I was  ready 
to  embrace  the  landlord  out  of  gratitude — 

“ I never 
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“ I never  faw  any  thing  fo  odd,”  faid  he, 

“ to  rejoice  in  fuch  a manner  at  a Ikull — 

“ Pray,  Sir,  teil  me  the  reafon  of  it  I” 

‘‘  I have,”  faid  I,  abmptly,  “ loft  a friend 

‘‘  a few  days  ago,  and  I wiih  never  to  lofe 

‘‘  fight  of  my  own  mortali ty — that  fkull 
\ 

there,  which  you  was  fo  kind  to  give  me, 
“ fliall  be  my  remembrancer.”— “ O !”  re- 
plied  he,  “ is  it  nothing  elfe  ? that  will  foon 
“ wear  off:  Nullus  Dolor,  quem  non  Longin- 
“ qnitas  Temporis  minuat,  atque  molliat."  TIiIr 
reply  made  me  fmile,  and  at  the  fame  time 
ftaggered  me—I  took  up  the  Ikull,  went  to 
my  room,  and  continued  my  Journal  thus 
far ; dined,  and  went  away  as  foon  as  I had 
finiflied  my  meal.  Several  incidents  on  the 
road,  and  the  defire  to  be  with  my  wife  and 
friends,  diverted  me,  or  rather  difpelled  a 
httle  the  gloom  of  my  mlnd.-- -An  old  man 
was  carrying  a child  in  a balket,  which  he 

fet 
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fet  down  now  and  then,  nurfing  the  infant, 
and  covering  its  feet  from  the  cold. 

It  was  four  o’clock  when  I arrived  at 
home;  my  wife  ran  to  me,  exclaiming, 
“ How  does  your  friend  do  “ Alas ! he 
“ is  dead  !”  faid  I,  without  fhedding  a tear, 
and  without  feeling  that  lively  emotion  with 
which  I had  left  his  grave. 

I changed  my  elothes ; the  ladies  * * * *, 
and  their  brother,  were  with  my  wife,  I 
fpoke  much  of  my  deceafed  friend ; my  nar- 
rative feemed  to  intereft  them ; this  madfe 
me  more  talkative  and  regardlefs.  The  at- 
tention of  the  Company,  the  intereft  they 
took  in  my  narrative,  the  applaufe  I met 
with,  and  fome  other  trifling  incidents,  ef- 
faced,  by  degrees,  the  ferious  and  religious 
fentiments  which  feemed  to  have  occupied 
my  heart  this  morning. 

I alfo  fpoke.-of  the  innkeeper,  his  fon, 

the 


SäLF-OBSERVER. 


129 

the  anatomical  colle6tron,  his  recommenda- 
tion — ^yet  without  mentioning  any  thing  of 
the  prefent  he  had  made  me — being,  as  I 
thought,  too  timid,  and  too  much  alhamed, 
to  fay  a word  about  my  (already  pretty  much 
over  clouded)  joy  caufed  by  a fkull.  ,I  fpoke 
alfo  of  the  man  1 had  met  on  the  road,  a^id 
thus  began,  by  degrees,  to  be  garrulous,  and, 
at  laft,  to  joke  and  to  laugh.— — My  con- 
fcience  was  not  quite  eafy  at  it. 

My  ladies,  will  you  give  me  leave  to 
fmoke  a pipe  ? You  indulged  me  with  it 
“ the  other  day.”— Why  not?”  I lighted 
my  pipe,  drank  a glafs  of  wine — and,  as  foon 
as  they  ceafed  talking— I blulhed  at  myfelf. 
(Good  God ! how  heavy  didft  thou  let  fall 
on  my  heart  the  judgment  I pronounced  to- 
day  on  the  people  in  the  public-houfe).  I 
was  filent  for  fome  moments.  The  whole 
Company  took  notice  of  my  difcompofure, 

1-  K,  and 
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and  afcribing  it  to  the  recqlleclion  of  the 
lofs  of  my  friend,  endeavomed  to  comfort 
me,  though  very  unfeafonably.  I went  di- 
rectly to  my  ftudy,  and  made  a drawing 
(God  be  praifed  that  I could  do  it)  of  the 
Company  at  the  public-houfe,  in  order  to 
fhame  myfelf,  and  to  derive  fome  inftruCtion 
from  it— ^d  one  pf  the  Company  of  thia 
evening^: — But  what- difference  is  there  be- 
tween  the  people  at  the  public-houfe  and 
me  ? They  hady»g-j  of  beer  before  thera,  an4 
I a bottle  of  pontac ; they  had ßiort  tobacco- 
pipes,  and  I a longer  one. — They  were  talk- 
ing  of  indifferent  things,  forgetting  their  mor- 
tality  and  immortality,  and  did  not  come 
from  the  death-bed,  and  the  funeral ; but  I 
did,  was  talking  of  it — and  fprgot,  in  a few 
moments,  like  thefe  people,  my  mortality 
and  immortality ; my  friend,  and  my  vows. 

I ate  little  at  fupper,  did  not  pray  with 

my 
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my  family,  under  the  pretext  of  being  tired, 
and  went  to  bed. 

/ 

JANÜARY  the  Twelfth. 

I AWOKE  half  an  höur  after  eight,  lazy, 
fatigued,  melancholy,  and  angry  with  my-  i 
felf I got  up,  and  was  terrified  when  I faw 
my  Journal  lying  open  upon  the  table.  I 
neither  read,  nor  prayed — having  recourfe 
to  the  ufual  fecret  excufe,  that  I was'  not 
difpofed  to  do  it — befides  that,  fome  bufi- 
nefs  had  been  accumulated  during  my  ab- 
fenca ; a few  letters  were  to  be  anfwered  ; 
and  thus  the  whole  morning  ftole  away  with- 
out  my  having  once  recolle£led  to  refle£l  on 
my  deceafed  friend,  or  myfelf. 

At  dinner  my  mind  \ya§  occupied  with  a 
K 2 ’ humber 
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number  of  things.  My  wife  begged  me  to 
relate  to  her  all  the  particulars  of  the  illnefs, 
and  the  death  of  my  deceafed  friend — God 
knows,  I did  it  relu£l:antly  at  firft — O ! Jefus 
Chrift  ! how  double-minded  is  my  heart. — I 
grew  warm  by  degrees  j my,tears  began  to 
flow ! fhe  wept  with  me,  enquiring  why  I 
had  not  brought  the  widow  with  me.  • 

I feit  again  as  a man,  as  a friend,  and,’for 
fome  moments,  as  a Chriftlan — butj  alas! 
why  am  I always  fo  terribly  alienated  from 
myfelf  ? , •• 

1 began  to  work,  was  eafy,  and  not  much 
confufed ; a tear  flole  now  and  then  down 
my  cheek— I fighed  feveral  times,  and  the 
Ikull  I had  brought  with  me  was,  for  the  firft 
time,  not  in  vain,  placed  pn  my  delk. 

Mr.  ***  was  with  me  from  four  tili  five 
o’clock — my  deceafed  friend,  and  the  Ikull, 
were  the  fole  theme  of  our  converfation. — I 
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was  forry  that  my  vifitor  did  not  ftay  longer. 
At  five  o’clock  I fmoked  ‘ a pipe,  and  read 
the  newfpaper,  being  very  ferene,  meditating; 
and  replete  with  the  beft  fentiments.  I then 
fettled  fome  money  matters,  and  read  the 
fourteenth  and  fifteenth  chapters  of  St.  Mat- 
thew. If  the  wicked  king  Herod,  thought 
I,  ordered  the  head  of  John  the  Baptill  to 
be  ftruck  off,  on  account  of  his  having  fworn 
an  oath,  although  it  gave  him  great  pain, 
fliould  not  the  merciful,  true,  and  veracious 
God  fulfil  what  he  has  folemnly  promifed. 

Jefus  cured  all  the  fick  who  applied  to 
him ; fed,  one  time,  more  than  five  thoufand, 
and  at  another  time  more  than  four  thoufand 
people,  with  a few  loaves,  and  delivered  his 
difciples  from  their  perilous  fituation  on  the 
lake. — Should  I be  mifiaken,  if  1 were  to 
make  the  following  conclufion  from  it : 

Confequentlj  Jefus  is  alfo  a Saviour  from 
K 3 “ bodily 
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bodil}?^  mifery,  who  deferves  my  belief, 
**  and  my  entire  confidence.  He  not  only  is 
willing  that  my  foul  ftiould  be  happy, 
through  him,  in  the  world  to  come,  but 
he  alfo  is  fufficiently  powerful  and  in- 
“ clined  to  blefs  my  belief,  if  I apply  to 

“ him  in  bodily  diftrefs  and  dangers.” 

Having  finilhed  thefe  meditations,  I found 
a manufcript  of  one  of  my  friends,  which 
muft  have  been  fent  during  my  abfence.  1 
read  it  with  great  pleafure,  and  fliould  have 

I 

been  glad  to  have  kept  it  a little  longer, 
but  was  defired  (in  a note)  to  retum  it  as 
foon  as  read. — It  was  a traft  on  the  Strengtk 
of  the  Soul. — My  heart  burnt  with  the  defire 
of  feeing  it  printed,  or,  at  leaft,  of  taking  a 
copy  of  it.  Having  neither  hope  to  fee  the 
one,  nor  leifure  to  do  the  other,  I tranfcribed 
a few  paflages  in  my  Journal. 

“ The  ßrength  of  the  foul,  of  the  virtuous. 
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“ remains  frequently  concealed.  He  enjoys 
" the  rare  happinefs  of  having  no  other 
witnefs  of  his  virtue,  but  God,  and  bis 
confcience ; however,  the  Judge  of  our 
“ aftions,  who  does  not  overlook  the  leaft  - 
« thing,  when  weighing  the  value  of  our 
“ deeds,  will  add  this  concealment  to  the 
meafure  of  the  virtue  of  the  righteous. 

‘‘  His  name  will  be  contained  in  no  other 
“ book,  but  that  of  life,  and  his  fecret 
greatnefs  of  mind  Will  be  a faving  to  him 
againll  the  day  of  judgment.  Whoever 
fuppreffes  a dangerous  paffion,  after  having 
“ ftruggled  long,  whether  it  would  be  better 
‘‘  to  overcome,  or  to  be  vanquiflied  3 whoever, 
like  the  Emperor  Titus,  gives  up  his  Be- 
“■  fehice,  when  his  country  calls  to  him, 
RefpeSl  my  laws  ! lliews  ßrength  of  mind, 

“ Yet  his  vi£lory  will  hot  be  known,  If  ho 
does  not  a6t  a principal  pärt  on  the  theatre 
K 4 of 
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“ of  the  World,  and  his  virtue  will  be  num- 
“ bered  among  the  unknown  private  virtues, 
if  he  is  no  Emperor.  God  has,  however, 
counted  his  tears : 

“ His  guardian  angel  takes  the  charge 
Of  all  his  tears ; tili,  at  the  clofe 
“ Of  time,  they  arc  transform’d  to  pcarls, 

To  orpamcnt  the  viftor’s  crown. 

“ One  fliews ßrength  of  mhid  againft  ^xter- 

“ nal  and  internal  enemies.  The  former 

» ■ 

“ has  always  the  advantage  of  being  known; 
“ the  latter,  very  frequently,  remains  un- 
known.  How  many  people  ftruggle,  every 
“ day  of  their  life,  againft  rooted  vicious  in- 
clination,  againft  prejudices,  &c.  &c.  they 
ftruggle,  and,  perhaps,  vanquifti -firft — on 
“ the  brink  of  eternity.  ^ Their  names  are 
recorded  in  the  bills  of  mortality,  and  the 
“ whole  congregation  confounds  them  with 
“ the  common  herd.  Strength  of  mind  fre- 

‘‘  quently 
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quently  degenerates  in  caprice,  which 
“ more  frequently  is  cried  up  for  it.  Every 
“ Century,  every  nation,  every  town,  and 
“ every  individuum,  have  their  own  fcale 
“ for  poizing  vice  and  virtue ; whoever  ufes 
“ a different  one,  is  looked  upon  by  them 

as  an  impoftor  - - - - --  -- 

« ' [d)r 

After  fupper  I fmoked  a pipe,  reading  in 
RotiJ]eau'’s  heitres  de  la  Montagne.  What  a 
riddle  is  that  man ! ho^v  much  in  contradic- 
tion  with  himfelf! — But  who  is  not  like  him? 
Every  one  conceals  that  contradiftion  from 
himfelf,  and  from  others;  Rouffeau  fpeaks 
as  he  thinks,  confeffes  candidly  all  the  con- 
•tradi(Stions  of  his  underftanding  and' heart, 
and  ofcourfe  offends  the  whole  world.  How- 


{d)  The  publilher  thinks  it  his  duty  to  leaye  out  a 
great  part  of  this  extrafl. 
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ever,  I could  fooner  forgive  him  every  thing, 
than  his  glaring  fophifm,  that  the  miracles 
of  Chrift  are  only  virtus,  and  parallel  to  hiV 
kgerdemains  f O!  God!  enlighten  his 
erring  foul. 

/ 


JANUARY  the  Thirteenth. 

I ROSE  to  day  at  an  early  hour,  after  I 
had  prayed  with  fome  devotion,  firft  filently 
for  myfelf,  and  then  aloud  with  my  wife.  I 
wanted  to  refume  my  reading  in  the  Gofpel, 
where  I had  left  off,  but  happening  to  turn 
up  the  hiftory  of  Cornelius  (A6t.  10),  I read 
it  with  the  greateft  pleafure.  What  affefted 
me  moft,  was,  that  the  individual  partkular 
a6Hons  of  man,  are  fo  much  taken  notice  of 
and  rewarded  by  our  all  bountiful  Father 
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In  heaven.  Thy  prayers,  and  thine  alms,  arc 
come  tip  for  a memorial  before  God.  What  an 
encoura'gement  to  have  the  Lord  before  our 
eyes  in  private,  and  to  pray  to  him  1 What 
an  encouragement  to  pray,  and  to  exercife 
everyvirtue,  though  ever  fo  much  mifcon- 
flrued  by  men.  All,  all  of  them  notices, 
approves,  and  rewards,  points  out  to  us  the 
author  of  every  virtue. 

I began  to  work — fome  perfon  knocked 
at  the  door-^I  opened  it — it  was  I 

perceived  that  he  wanted  alms — very  fortu- 
nately  I recollefted  thefe  words : Thine  alms 
are  come  up  for  a memorial  before  God.  “ What 
doyouwant?” — He  begged'me  to  lend 
him  ten  dollars. — I know  that  he  is  an  honeft 
man,  thought  I by  myfelf,  but  he  will  hardly 
ever  be  able  to  return  me  the  money. — 
“ What  fecurity  can  you  give  me,  my 
**  friend  “ My  honefty.”  Poor  cringing 

heart. 
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heartjwhy  didft  thou  defire  more?  WKy  waft' 
thou  tormented  by  a fecret  uneafinefs  and 
fear  to  lofe — What? — ten  doUars,  two  pieces 
of  metal,  which  thou  haft  received  to  give 
away — poor  heart ! — and  yet  all  the  world 
calls  thee  charitable,  and  thy  generofity  is 
praifed. — Can  that  be  called  to  lend,  where 
me  has  to  expeEl  nothing? — ^Thefe  refledtions 
darted  througb  my  foul,  one  after  the  other.. 
At  length  I faid,  after  fom^  aftonifhment — 
“ I will  fee  what  I can  do  ^ it  is  almoft  im- 
“ poflible ; I don’t  know — it  is  rather  too 
“ much  and  yet  I had  already  refolvcd  to 
give  him  the  whole  fum,  and  knew  that  it. 
was  in  my  power  to  do  it.  Why  then  did 
I pretend  to  find  it  difficult  ? What  a mean, 
mean  affe£l:ation  ? Why  do  I ftain  even  my 
good  aclions  ? And  why  can  I not  perform 
a fingle  aftion  with  a chriftian  fpirit,  and 

I 

the  fimplicity  of  Jefus  Chrift?  Will  not  the- 
' omnifcient 
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omnifcient  God  notice  thefe  low  mean  eva- 
fions,  as  well  as  mine  alms  ? I counted  him 
the  money  down,  made  him  lign  a bond, 
and  then  refumed  my  Former  occupations.  ’ 
At  eleven  o’clock  Mr.  ***  came  to  fee 
me — “ Is  it  true,  that  our  friend  is  dead,  and 
“ you  did  not  let  me  know  it,  and  I mufl 
“ hear  it  from  fträngers  ?” 

The  melancholy  air  he  aflumed  was  into- 
lerable to  me ; I made  a fhort  exciife,  and 
■ repeated  fome  of  the  laft  fpeeches  of  my 
dear  happy  friend.  How  it  grieved  me  that 
he  affefted  to  make  an  oftentation  of  the 
nobleft  Feelings,  and  artfully  attempted  to 
decry  what  my  friend  had  faid  with  refpeff 
to  ambition,  as  the  fruit  of  a weakened  un- 
derftanding  of  a dying  man.—“  It  is  unjuft,’* 
faid  I,  “ if  we  have  not  the  confidence  in  a 
^y^ng,  honeft  man,  whofe  humility  and 
fimplicity  is  fo  little  fubjea  to  the  fufpi- 
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cion  of  hypocrify,  that  he  will  be  more 

impartial  than  the  wifeft,  who  are  ftill 

blinded  by  a thoufand  refleöions  ört  the 

‘‘  World,  and  the  opinion  of  men He 

bluflied. — “ I hope  you  don’t  think  that  I 

“ believe  our  friend  has  been  an  hypocrite  ?” 

— “ No!-that  I do  not  think;  however,  I 

wifh  you  might  feel  what  Our  friend,  irt 

“ the  lad:  hour  of  bis  life,  with  fo  much  fim- 
\ 

“ plicity,  and  fuch  an  overflpwing  of  entire 
“ conviftion,  has  fpoken  to  my  heart,  as 
forcibly  as  I,  thank  God ! have  feit  it  at 
“ his  death-bed.”  - 


, Düring  dinner  one  of  the  Company  re^ 
l9.ted,  that  a certain  pcrfon  had  been  laid 
out  for  dead,  and  returned  to  life  again  the 
next  morning.  Thvee  days  after  this,  that 
Ibme  perfon  did  expire,  and  was  buried 
without  delay,  while  almoft  warm,  for  fear 

flie 
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flie  fliould  return  to  life  again ; becaufe  flie 
was  poor,  and  a burthen  to  her  Family.  “ O ! 
‘‘  God ! I thank  thee,”  Faid  I to  myFelF,  “ that 
I have  Friends  by  whom  I am  beloved  and 

t 

“ efteemed.  Aßift  me  to  employ  every  law- 
Ful  means  to  preFerve  their  love  to  me— ^ 
but,  at  the  Farne  time,  grant  me  the  bleF- 
fing  to  aflift,  with  pleaFure  and  cheerFuI- 
neFs,  to  the  utmoft  oF  my  ability,  all  thofe 
that  are  ForFaken,  that  others  may  not  do, 
“ From  FelfiflmeFs,  what  want  oF  Friendfliip 
and  humanity  might  bid  them  to  perpe- 
träte  ! If  that  perfon”  Faid  I,  aFter  a fhort 
pauFe,  “ had  foiind  a charitable  proteäor,  ßic 
1V01Ü4  not  have  heen  treated Jo  crueUy." 

‘ ( 

^ ^ ^ 

AFter  Fupper  I peruFed  my  rules.  Alas  1 
this  is  but  the  thirteenth  day  oF  the  new 

t 

year,  and  I have  already  Fo  Frequently,  and 

fo 
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fo  far  ftrayed  from  the  ftrait  path'  of  pure 
chriftian  piety, 

How  much  ufeful  knowledge  could  I have 
acquired  in  this  important  week ! How  good 
has  my  heavenly  Father  been  to  me!  He  has 
granted  me  almofl  every  bleffing  he  can  be- 
ftow  on  mortal  man  1 I am  in  good  health  ! 
my  mind  is,  upon  the  whole,  tranquil  and  fe- 
rene  ; how  many  good  thoughts,  how  many 
noble  and  unmerited  fenfationshashe  created 
in  my  heart  1 — Y es  1 have  loft,  but  alfo  gained 
much. — O ! that  I might  not  fo  foon  forget 
the  death-bed  of  my  friend — ^how  aboiinding 
in  unmerited  mercy  was  this  death-bed  to 
me  ! — O l that  I never  may  be  undeferving 
of  it  1 — 1 read  the  Journal  of  the  whole  week 
with  bitter  tears,  with  pungent  fliame — with 
much  gratitude — and  great  fear  of  my  own 
heart.  Good  God ! how  rapidly  has  this 
week  flipt  away  ! — Lord,  teach  me  to  reflefl 


on 
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on  my  mortality,  that  I may  grow  wife — ^let 
me  live  as  when,  on  the  brink  of  mortality, 
I fliall  wilh  to  /iave  lived  1 . * 

« * * * * ^ 

I 


SUNDAY,  January  the  Fourteenth. 

I AWOKE  at  five  o’clock.  “ Alas! 
“ eight  days  ago,”  thought  I,  “ my  friend 
“ was  alive,  and  when  I arofe  I received  the 
“ fad  news  of  his  illnefs — I found  him  fick 
“ — and  he  died. — Now  his  lifelefs  corpfe 
“ lies  in  the  dark  grave — the  friend  whom  I 
**  preffed  to  my  heart,  is  a prey  to  corrup- 
“ tion — and  his  fpirit  is  returned  to  him  that 
“ gave  it  him.” — What  may  now  be  thy 
fituation,  my  dear,  happy  friend?  How  little 
— how  very  little  db  we  know  of  the  life  be*« 
VoL.I.  L yond 
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yond  the  grave  ! Not  a ray  of  that  heavenly 
blifs  defcends  into  the  abyfs  of  our  night : — 
What  doft  thou  think,  0 1 my beloved  friend  ? 
— No  mortal  being  can  conceive  that ! What 
are  thy  feelings  ? — No  mortal  man  can  feel 
that.  Thou  liveft  a new  life,  of  which  we, 

probably,  can  form  an  idea  as  llttle  as  a plant 

% 

of  the  life  of  an  animal,  and  an  animal  of 
the  life  of  man.  One  moment  of  that  life 
öf  immediate  cpntemplation,  perhaps,  ren- 
ders  the  fon,  qf  a peafant,  born  in  a place 
which  never  [has  been  vifited  by  a ray  of 
human  le^rning,  or  what  We  call  the  fine 
arts-— a philbfopher;  whofe  difciple  to  be, 
Newton  would  not  have  been  afliamed,while 
in  this  World. — O ! God ! what  will  b'ecome’ 
of  the  wife,  and  the  illiterate  of  this  world ! 
-^But  why  do  I not  refiedt  upon  myfelf  ? 
Am  I not  alfo  a mortal  ? What  will  become 
of  my  foul?  I al£b  am  a citizen  of  yon  invifible 

heavenly 
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heaveiily  world  of  light ; I aifo  am  defti- 
nated  to  contemplate  God,  and  to  refemble 
Jefus  Chrifl:.— When  this  fliall  happen,  O \ 
thou  omnipotent,  invifihle  being,  whom  I 
call  FüthcTy  Jejus  Chvißy  and  Holy  Ghoßy  td 
whom  I pray  with  trembling  lips — Almighty, 
inexplorable — being  of  all  beings ! what  will 
then  become  of  mey  of  this  felf^  fo  incompre- 
henfible  and  inexplorable  to  me. — O ! how 
my  foul  languiflies  to  have  here  below  a 
profpea  of  my  future  exiftence;  of  that  di- 
vine  lifc  !— -O  ! that  I were  permitted,  my 
dear,  happy  friend,  to  look  only  for  a fingl'e 
moment  into  thy  heart.— Alas ! in  the  be- 
ginning  of  laft  week,  I was  fo  near  thee, 
and  now  I am  fo  fat  diftant  from  thee  ?— 
thou  heardeft  me,  and  I could  hear  thee— 
but  now  1 call  In  vain  for  a word  or  a look 
from  thee--an  impeiietrable  gulph  is  fixed  ' 
between  thee  and  me~and  yet  how  foon,  . 

^ 2,  ' 
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h’ow  very  foon  may  I be  with  thee ; live  the 
life  which  thou'  art  living ; imbibe  the  light 
>which  thöu  art  imblbing,  and  fee  the  God 
whom  thou  art  contemplating. — How  ra- 
pidly  has  the  time  of  my  life  llipt  away  to 
this  moment ! Soon',  foon,  I alfo  fhall  be  at 
the,  mark— at  the  mark  which  I can  View  as 
little  as  my  eye  can  look  at  the  fun. — While 
I am  revolving  this  in  my  mind,'  I am'draw- 
ing  nearer  towards  it ; every  breathihg  I 
p^rceive  is  a ftep/that  carries  me  nearer  to-  ' 
wards  that  dazzling*mark.  O ! God ! en- 
able  my  eyes  to  bear  the  brightnefs  of  that 
mark;  at  prefent,  I am  too  fenfible  that  I 
cannot  ftand  it  yet.— Thefe  and  fimilar  ob- 
fervations  darted  through  my  foul ; -I  heard 
a few  filent  fighs,  and  feit  fome  inclination 
to  rife,  and  to  write  down  the  fubftance  of 
them.  I did  it  with  fome  relu6lance ; 1 
thought  it  was  very  cold;  yet  I attempted  it, 
and  wrote  thus  far. 


I pcrufed 
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I perufcd  thefe  refleftions  once  more— not 
with  a view  of  edifying  myfelf,  but  becaufe 
I was  fecretly  proud  of  them — out  of — I 
will  candidly  confefs  it — Lord  Jefus  Chrifl: ! 
meditations  of  a nature  fo  ferious — out  öf 
mean,  fecret  vanity  ! It  is  true,  tears  ftarted 
from  my  eyes — however,  I am  fhocked  at 
myfelf — even  thefe  tears  feemed  to  proceed 
partly  from  vanity.  Can  I acknowledge  this 
without  blufliing  at  myfelf.?— but  if  fome- 

body  fliould  fee  it? — who  can  fee  it  ? It 

was,  neverthelefs,  vanity,  my  heaft,  thou 
fhalt  hear  it,  though  it  fhould  make  thee 
burft.  It  is  .vanity  whieh  makes  thee  dread 
fo  much,  fome  perfon  might  fee  this  confef- 
lion  (<?). 


(e)  The  Editor,  perhaps,  will  be  blamed  for  not  having 
omitted  thispaflage;  however,  the  continuation— or  the 
ufeful  View  he  has,  and  which  cannot  hurt  the  Author, 
will  plcad  his  cxcufc, 

L 3 
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O ! thou  mean,  doüfele-mmded  hcart ! how 
terribly  quick  is  thy  ttanfition  from  the  no- 
bleft  fentlments  to  the  worft.  Have  I not 
reafon  to  be  almoft  more  afraid  of  my  vir- 
tues,  and  pious  fenfations,  than  of  iny  vices  ? 
'—The  Former  pleafe  (/)  me  but  too  foon,  and 
too  much ; but  the  latter  always  difpleaf« 
me ! To  be  proud  of  our  virtues,  is  foolith  ; 

I am  very  fenfible  of  it.  It  is  folly  and  mad-  ■ 
nefs  to  boaft,  even  in  the  moft  diftant  man- 
ner,  before  an  intimate  friend — ourfelves,  or 
God,  bf  our  virtuous  fenfations,  thoughts,  or 
deeds ; for  every,  every  thing  comes  from 
thy  mercy,  is  thy  gift — Father  of  my  Saviour 
Jefus  Chrift ! 


(/)  Do  not  think  it  linful,  chriftian  reader,  if  thy  vir- 
tues afFord  thee  pleafure ; for  it  is  the  will  of  God  that 
thou  (halt  be  pleafed  with  whatever  is  good ; but,  at  the 
fame  time,  takc  care  not  to  forgct,  that  what  thou  art, 
thou  art  by  the  free  grace  of  God,  the  fole  author  of 
Tirtue.  I . 

‘ * Thus 
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Thus  far  I wrote,  rofe,  and  walked  up  and 
down  my  room,  blildbing  fo  miieh  at  myfelf, 
that  I dropped  a tear  of  wild  anger  with  my- 
felf,  and  took  a new  onfet  toWards  repent- 
ance : “ This  curfed  paffion  muft  be  rooted 
out,  if  peaee  (hall  refide  in  my  foul.  Höw 
‘‘  is  it  poflible  that  I can  ftain  the  mofi:  holy 
“ fentiments,'which  fiowed  from  a pureheart, 
with  fo  childifli  a vanity ! I blufli  more  at 
“ it,  than  if  I had  committed  a theft — and 
yet — no  day  may  perhaps  pafs,  withöut 
“ my  making  myfelf  guilty  of  the  very  error, 
“ the  heinoufnefs  of  which  I at  prefent  feel 
“ in  fo  lively  a manner.” 

I went  to  church,  with  the  firm  refolution 
to  be  attentive,  to  meditate,  and  to  apply,  as 
much  as  poflible,  whatever  I'fhould  pray, 
fing,  and  hear,  as  a nourifhment  and  fupport 
of  my  (harne  and  repentance. 

I did  it  with  great  difficulty,  and  ouly 
L 4 with 
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with  a lukewarm  zeal — until  the  fermon 
began  j however,  during  the  whole  difcourfe 
of  the  preacher,  I forgot  myfolf  entirely,  and 
did  not  hear  it  with  a lively  defjre  to  be  edi- 
fied,  nor  did  I apply  it  to  myfelf  j but  lift- 
ened  from  the  beginning  to  the  end  with 
curiofity,  and  the  ear  of  a critic. — “ This 
“ effeft,”  thought  I,  — it  muft  produce  ; 

thus  it  will  Work  on  this  perfon,  and  thus 
on  th^t — e^tcellently  chara£lerifed !”  — 
I could  have  kifled  the  preacher : — but, 
alas  ! I did  not  refle£l;  once  upon  myfelf.  I 
was  frightened  a little  at  it  when  I recurred 
to  myfelf,  and  recollefted  my  refolution.  I 
therefore  refolved  more  firmly,  to  make  up 
^t  home  fpr  what  I fo  fliamefully  had  neg-» 
le£led.  ■ I did  it  with  forae  fervouri  but  I 
was  foon  tired ; a wilh  th^t  it  might  be 
dinner  time,  began  to  mix  by  degrees  with 
my  meditations : — “ fpr,”  thought  I,  fecretly 
^ within 
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within  myfelf,  then  I may  amufe  myfelf, 
and  drop  thefe  humiliating  ideas.” 

Before  it  was  dinner  time,  I had  an  incli- 
nation  to  go  to  the  harpfichord.  My  con- 
fcience  feemed  not  pleafed  with  it ; however, 
I ftrove  to  filence  it,  flattering  myfelf,  that  I 
could  play  fomething  which  might  exprefs 
my  prefent  fenfe  of  repentance,  and  perhaps 
give  it  an  additional  ftrength. — I fat  down, 
being  only  >5^?^  convinced,  and  began  with  a 
lacrymofo— without  perceiving  it,  I began 
to  play  in  a tender — ^^melancholy — then  in  a 
tranquil — in  a content — playfnl — brilliant — 
merry  and,  at  laft,  in  a jocofe  ftrain  I In 
the  midft  of  a moft  airy  fherzo  I recolleacd 
myfelf,  and  ftarted  up  from  my  chair, — This 
is  always  the  cafc,  thou  deceitful  heart,  when 
^ I liften  to  thy  whims,  and  plaufible  excufes  : 
not  purfüing  ftraitways  and  quickly,  the  path 
point^d  put  to  me  by  my  coiifcience. 


To 
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To  day  I heard  that  Mr.  O ufed, 

cvery  Sunday  after  church,  to  aflemble  his 

domeftics,  and  to  repeat  the  principal  parts 

of  the  fermon,  to  converfe  ,wlth  them-in  a 

ufeful  raanner,  and  to  confult,  in  the  tender 

language  of  confidence,  on  what  has  been 

omitted  in  the  week  paft,  what  is  to  be 

made  amends  for  in  the  beginning  of  the 

week,  or  what  elfe  is  to  be  done;  and  always 

to  conclude  with  pious  converfation,  with  a 

prayer  flowing  from  the  heart ; I cannot  but 

efteem  Mr.  O for  it.  I have  had  many 

a proof  of  his  ferene  and  undifguifed  piety, 

void  of  all  vanity. — So  much  good  has  this 

worthy  man  been  able  to  do,  without  much 

difficulty  and  noife  !— I heard  him  fay  once, 

with  the  moft  amiable  fimplicity : “ Whoever 

“ talks  much  of  virtue,  will  do  fo  much  the 
1 

lefs  virtuous  aftions.  One  ought  to  a61 
“ firfr,  before  one  talks  of  virtuous  deeds; 

“ 6od 
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" God  knows  we  can  do  whatever  we  wifli, 
• “ if  we  only  are  in  earneft.”  Indeed  this 
man  has  fdmething  fo  plealing  about  him, 
is  fo  gentle  and  modeft,  that  I have  fre- 
quently  wiflied  to  be  a member  of  bis  happy 
Family,  or,  at  leaft,  one  of  his  intimatc 
friends  ! — But'how  I forget  myfelf!  I always 
negleQ:  to  go,  and  to  a£l. 

I am  fo  fond  of  inferting  in  my  Journal 
noble  traits  of  others;  I hear  and  relate  them 
with  fo  much  pleafure — and  if  I had  now  the 

good  Fortune  to  number  Mr.  O. among 

my  intimate  friends — (I  have  a ftrong  pre- 
fentiment  that  God  will  make  him  niy  con- 
fidant,  in  the  room  of  my  dear,  happy  friend). 
I fliould  behold  his  virtues  with  pleafure ; I 
fhould  admire  them  ; every  page  of  my  Jour- 
nal would  fpeak  of  them I Ihould  do  every 
-thing  that  would  feem  to  befpeak  deÜght  in 
virtue,  and  a fenfe  of  religion— I Ihould, 

howcver. 
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.however,  perform  little;  preparations,  plans, 
difcourfes  on  Ihis  or  that  fubjeft,  would  not 
be  wanting — and  yet  the  chief  objeft,  the 
filent,  fimple  performance  of  the  duties  of 
religion  and  virtue,  would  be  negle6led. — I 
am  pleafed  with  .Mr.  O— — ’s  charafter  ; I 
find  much  in  it,  which  greatly  deferves  being 
imitated ; I am  charmed  with  his  wife  and 
pious  inftitutions  and  endeavours — I am  en- 
raptured  with  them — but  why  do  I not 
rather  attempt  to  imitate  him  ? Why  do  I 
not  fpend  th'e  Sunday  like  him,  if  I am 
pleafed  fo  much  with  his  proceedings  ? — I 
perceive.but  too  clearly,  that  lazinefs  and 
habit  have  no  fmall  fliare  in  my  not  being 
niuch  inclined,  at  prefent,  to  introduce  fucfe^ 
a new  regulation  ; yet  if  I will  be  fincere,  I 
muft  take  care  not  to  afcribe  that  remiflhefs 
to  lazinefs  alone — becaufe  it  feems  fome 
other  mean  weaknefs  has  a hand  in  it. 
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“ If  I do  as  he  does — thcn  It  will  be  mere 
“ imitation.  If  I had  ftarted  that  idea  firft, 
then,  perhaps,  I fliould  have  got  the  better 
“ of  my  lazinefs but  now  I think  it  would 
“ caufe  me  difagreeable  reproaches.  One 
“ would  call  me  an  imitatoi',  an  ape,  a Jervile 

“ follower  of  Mr.  O , and  that  would  be 

painful  to  me — yes,  it  would  hurt  my  am- 
^ bition,  which  I am  fo  anxious  to  hide  from 
myfelf,  and  otbers.”  Thefe  ideas,  mc- 
thinks,  are  lurking  in  the  moft  fecret  and  in- 
moft  recefles  of  my  heart.  The  merit  of 
being  the  firß,  has  fomething  charming  for 
me — and  now  the  laft  complaints  of  my  de- 
ceafed  friend,  againft  ambition,  ruüi  fuddenly 
upon  my  recolleöion. — Jefus  Chrift ! who 
will  tear  thefe  roots  of  that  mean,  dread- 
ful,  childiCh,  atid  ridiculöus  paffion  from  my 
beart?  • t.  - > „ 

And  yet,  aläs ! I feel  it,  with  a pleafure 

fo 
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fo  lively,  what  it  is  to  perform  a good  aftion 
with  a pure  foul,  without  art,  and  without 
paying  the  leaft  regard  to  the  opinions  of 
men ; and  yet  when  I am  fo  happy  to  per- 
form, or  to  have  performed  fomething  with 
a true  fpirit  of  chriftian  humility,  I am  always 
fenfible  that  this  only  exalts  virtue  to  its  pro- 
per dignity — Why  do  I then  conftantly  re- 
,lapfe  Into  the  fame  folly,  which  appears  to 
me  fo  ridlculous  and  deteftable  ? 

Whatever  is  good  cannot  change  its  na-; 
ture ; I may  be  the  firft,  or  the  fecond,  who 
does  it.  I will  therefore  go  and  perform  it, 
though  it  be  ever  fo  difagreeable  to  me,  and 
ever  fo  humiliating  to  my  pride,to  hear  others 
exclaim  : that  I only  can  ape  other  people. 

I converfed,  during  fupper,  on  many  good 
fubjefts  j began  to  fpeak  of  the  fermon,  and 
put  my  family  in  mind  of  fome  poor  people,. 
whom  we  ought  not  to  forget.  I kept  my  meff- 
, mates 
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mates  longer  at  table  than  ufual.  I fuccecded 
in  ftarting  (as  I fancied)  in  a fimple,  natural 
manner,  many  good  ideas,  and  feafonable 
admonitions.  Every  one  was  attentive  and 
pleafed- 

“ Have  we  not  been  very  happy  together? 
" Would  it  not  be  well  to  conclude  every 
Sunday  in  the  fame  manner  ?” 

No  fooner  had  I pronounced  thefe  words, 
when  a heavy  bürden  was  taken  from  my 
heart — for  this  was  what  I wanted  to  men- 
tion  in  proper  time. — We  nowjoined  in  fing- 
ing  fome  hymns. — My  wife  was  particularly 
pleafed  with  this  evening,  and  myfelf.  I 
thanked  God  for  it,  and  prayed  to  him  to 
grant  me  grace  /o  contime.  This,  perhaps,  is 
one  of  the  bleffings  which  I owe  to  the 
prayers  of  my  happy  friend.  , 

Thaiik  God ! this  has  been  happily  exe- 
cuted— O 1 what  a pleafure  it  is  to  have 

carried ' 
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carried  a good  deed — from  the  firft  point  of 

an  unripe  refolution — into  execution. 

Strengthen  me,  ftrengthen  me,  fweet  hea- 
venly  pleafure,  which  fprings  , from  good 
a£lions,  againft  the  fneaking  voice  of  lazi- 
nefs  and  indulgence  unnerving  our  fouls — I 
will  not  beg  ftrength  of  thee,  praife  of  man ; 
thou  canft  blind  only  for  a few  moments. 
Thon  now  appeareft  to  me  mean,  and  unde- 
ferving  of  my  mofl  diftant  wifli — O ! that  I 
might  never  fvverve  from  this  difpofition  of 
mind,  and  could  firmly  rely  upon  it  at  all 
adventures — O God  ! thou  author  of  every 
good  fentiment,  I thank  thee  for  the  tran- 
quillity  of  mind  which  thou  art  pouring  out 
upon  me,  frail  mortal : O ! how  ftrongly  do 
I feel  that  thy  bleffing  is  far  fuperior  to  all 
endeavours  which  are  attempted  without 
thee,  and  ünaflifted  by  confidence  in  thy 
bleffing — I thank  thee  for  every  figh  to.thee 
. . drawn 
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drawn  from  my  breaft,  by  thy  all-guarding 
providence. 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 'T' 


JANUARY  the  Fifteenth. 

1 BEGAN  to  read  the  fixteenth  and  feven- 
teenth  chapters  of  St.  Matthew,  as  foon  as  I 
was  rifen,  and  after  I had  fighed  to  God  for 
fome  minutes,  proftrated  myfelf  on  my  face. 
— Every  thing  around  me  was  fo  lllent,  my 
mind  fo  eafy,  and  fo  open  to  meditation  and 
pious  fenfations — Only  now  and  then  an 
anxious  apprehenfion,  that  I foon  fhould  fuf- 
fer  myfelf  to  be  diverted  again,  feemed  to 
riifh  upon  my  heart. 

I fat  down  to  infert  in  my  Journal  fome 
refleflions  and  fenfations,  which  arofc  while 
VoL.  I.  M I was 
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I was  reading  thefe  two  chapters.  Matth, 
xvi.  V.  23.  Get  tkee  behindmCy  Satan  : t/iou  art 
an  offence  unto  me:  for  thou  savourest 
NOT  THE  THINGS  THAT  BE  OF  GoD,  BUT 
THOSE  THAT  BE  OF  MAN.  Thefe  laft  words 
I found  very  noble.  Neither  the  terror  of 
the  impending  difgrace,  and  the  moft  dread- 
ful  fufFerings,  nor  the  weil-meant  admoni- 

f 

tion  and  oppofition  of  a friend,  can  make 
the  heavenly  friend  of  human  kind  lofe  fight, 
for  a moment,  of  the  purpofe  of  his  miffion 
into  the  world.  He  who  is  all  meeknefs 
grows  angry — at  what  ? at  the  oppofition 
which  is  made  againft  the  execution  of  the 
moft  difficult  taik,  which  can  be  impofed 
upon  a fenfible  being,  at  his  being  oppofed 
to  be  executed  as  a criminal. — O!  that  only 
a fpark  of  this  noble  zeal  for  God  mighf 
light  upon  my  cold,  lazy,  and  timid  foul, 
gjven  fo  much  to  eafe ! I do  indeed,  gene- 

rally. 
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rally,  not  favaur  the  things  tliat  are  af  Göd,  but 
thofe  that  are  of  man',  however,  if  the  fpirit  of 
ChrHl  did  animate  me»  tl^e.miijd  fhould  be 
in  mß;  which  was  alfo  in  Jefus  Chrift,  who 
is  my  Lord  and  Mafter*  , ' 

JVhofoever  will  loje  his  life  for  my  fake,  fiall 
ßnd  ^-r-What  could  now  prevent  me  to 
facrifice  all  my  faculties  in  the  fervice  af 
Jefus  Chrift  ? What  is  a man  profited,  if  he 
ßall  gäbt  the  wkole  World,  and  lofe  his  own 
faul  / Or  what  ßall  a man  give  in  exckange  for 
his  foul  Every  man,  and  of  courfe,  I aifo, 

muft  be  very  dear  to  God,  elfe  Jefus  Chrift 
would  not  have  been  angry,  becaufe  he  wa« 
difadvifed  to  fuffer,  and  to  die  for  m&-rr-deßroy 
not  kirn  for  whom  Chriß  ditd : fays  St.  Paul^ 
Rom.  xjv.^-T^Can  I therefore  negleö  my  foul 
for  a fingle  moment?-*We  are  fo  proud  of 
perifoable,  external  prerogatives  j but  k 
>quite  the  contrary  wkh  the  iitternal  ones^ 

M 2 which 
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which  are  of  more  value  than  the  whole 

World  ! -T  ' ■ V ‘ \ \ 

Matt.  xVii.  V.  5!  Behold  !'  a voice  out  of  the 

cloud,  which  faid : this  is  my  heloved  Jon^  in 

whom  I am  well  Jikajed-^  hedr'ye  him.  - O ! that 

this  voice,  this  evidence  of  God,  might  thrill 

my  marrow  and  my  bones,  when,  in 'the 

hours  of  temptation,  the  fecret  voice  of  rriy 
% 

paffions  attempts  to  whifper  in/my  foül 
doubts  againft  the  God-head  of  my  Lord. 
— Could  his  difciples  eyes  and  ears  be  de- 
ceived  ? Are  thefe  the  words  of  an  impöftor, 
or  a credulous  perfon,  who  dares  to  write.: 
IVd  have  not  followed  cunningly  devijed  fahles ^ 
when  we  made  hiQwn  imto-  you  the  foiver  and 
Coming  of  our  Lord  Jefus  Chriß,  but  were  eye- 
witnejfes  of  his  Majeßy,for  he  r ec  eivedfrom  Gdd 
the  Father  honour  and  glory  : when  there  came 
fuch  a voice  to  Mm  from  the  exc dient  glory : 
THIS  IS  MX  BELOVED  SON,  IN  WHOM  I AM 


WELL 
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WELL  PLEASED  \ and  this  voicCy  wkich  came 
Jrom  heaven,  ive  hearä  when  we  were  ivitk  him 
in  the  Holy  Moimt.  (2  Pet.  i.  v.  16—18). — O ! 
God,  I thank  thee  that  I am  fully  fenfible 
of  this  truth — Jefus  of  Nazareth  is  tJiy  fon — 
O!  excellent  truth,  which  contains  all  others 
th^it  can  be  important  to  me. — Grant  me, 
O Father!  to  hear  this  thy  Son,  hear  him 
alone,  at  all  times,  readily  and  faithfully. 

— ^ Matt.  xvii.  V.  19—20.  Why  could 

not  we  caß  him  out  ? — becaufe  of  your  unhelief 
(a  fimilar  paffage  fays  : he  did  not  many  won. 
ders  at  Nazareth  — becaufe  of  their  unbelief) . — 
therefore,  nothing  but  unbelief  pre- 
vents  Jefus  Chrift  from  evincing  his  power 
on  US. 

Matt.  xvii.  v.  27.  Leßweßiould offend them, 
go  thou  to  the  fea,  and  caß  an  hook,  and  take  up 
the  fißi  that  firß  cometh  up  : and  when  thou  haß 
oßened  his  mouthy  thou  ßialt  find  a fiiece  ofmoney^ 

M 3 that 
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that  täk&i  and  give  unto  them  for  me  and  the$. 
Höw  inftruftive  : Leß  we ßtould  offend  thcm» 
--^Jefasi  the  Son  of  God  would  fiöt  have 
been  bound  to  pay  the  temple-duty^but  hd 
will  give  nö  offene e^rathef  forego  bis  pre* 
rogative,  thah  give  offence-^I  feel  höw  noble 
this  was^ — Let  me  imitate  thee,  my  beft  apd 
deareft  Malier ! — Jefüs  Chrift  is  fo  poor,  that 
he  and  bis  difciplös  do  not  poffefs  fo  much 
as  two  fhillings  [g] : ThoUgh  he  was  rieh,  yet 
fw  our  fakes  he  became  Jiaor,  that  we  threugh 
hi«  poverty  might  become  rieh;  2 Cof.  viii. 
V.  9.  How  rnueh  matter  for  medilation 
Here  I ought  to  fefle£l  on,  and  to  apply  to 
myfelf,  another  word  of  öur  Lotd ; The  diß 
ciple  is  not  above  his  mafler,  nor  the  fervant  above 
his  lord.  It  is  eAough  fot  the  difciple  that  he  be 


(^)  Stater.  Shekel  of  the  fanftuary,  aboul  2s»  6d. 
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as  his  mafler,  and  the  Je)-vant  äs  his  lord  (Matt. 
X.  V.  25).—Go  thou  to  the  fea,  md  an  hook, 

and  take  np  the  fißi  that  firß  cowetli  up,  and  when 
thau  haß  opened  his  m&uth,  thou  ßialt  find  a 
sTATER. — How  occularly  this  demonftrates 
the  omnifcience  of  God ! — Jefus  Chrift  of 
courfe  fees  every  piece  of  money  I poffefs 
that  I fliould  give  away,  and  yet  keep  back. 

0 let  me  ponder  this  when  the  poor  cometh, 
and  begs  a charity. 

* # * ' * * 

This  day  has  been  fpent  well ; I had  an 
ppportunity  of  performing  feveral  important 
charitable  a6Uons. — O God  ! let  them  have 
an  ever  falutary  effeft  on  the  hcarts  of  thofe 

1 have  relieved  1 Now  I am  very  tired,  and 
it  is  late  j I caimot  infert  in  my  journal  at 
large,  wha-t  has  happened  to-day  j and,  be- 
ides, our  Saviour  fays ; let  not  thy  left  hand 

M 4 know 
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knozv  what  thy  riglii hand  doeth  (Matt.  vi.  v.  3./ 
I am  not  certain  that  this  Journal  will  never 
be  feen  by  others,  though  I may  be  ever  fo 

precautious. ^ — And  what  I have  done 

to-day,  nobody  living  fliall  know,  but  thou,. 
my  God  and  Saviour,  until  that  day  when 
every  thing  that  is  concealed  fhall  be  made 
known,  and  publlcly  rewarded  by  Thee. 

I 


JANUARY  the  Sixteenth. 

I CONSIDERED  laft  night  what  might 
be  the  reafon  that  ten  or,  perhaps,  twenty 
years  ago,  I had  made  greater  progrefs  in 
Chriftianity,  than  at  prefent,  though  bleffed 
by  the  fame,  and  additional,  and  more  ef- 
ficacious  means  of  grace — and  with  the 
fame  fincere  defire  to  become  entirely  good 

and 
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and  virtuous  which  then  animated  me.  I 
traced  ihe  true  reafons  of  that  lamentable 
ftand  with  impartial  rigour,  and  lileut  atten- 
tion, and  found>'  at  laft,  clearly,  that  it  pro- 
ceeded  from  the.  following  caufe-^I  had  cul- 

i 

tivated  with  -the  greateft  diligence  the  ac- 
quaintance  of  men  of  the  beft  chara£i:er, 
and  the  worthieft  divines.  I was  fo  fortu- 
na1;e  to  get  acquainted  with  the  mofl;  cele- 
brated  members  of  that  order.  A more  in- 
timate  connexion  with  them  convinced  me 
that  they,  at  the  bottom,  were,  equally  fen- 
fual,  and,  at  leaft,  as  much  as  myfelf,  at- 
tached  to  diverfions,  I mean  thofe  which 
are  held  more  genteel  5 they  ftrove,  like  the 
generality,  although  in  a different  manner, 
in  their  own  way,  to  pleafe  the  world,  and 
to  be  looked  upon  by  every  body  as  good 
and  worthy  people. — This  gave  me,  by  de- 
grees,  a good  opinion  of  myfelf,  although  it 

druck 
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fliruck  me  at'firft.  Thefe  'great  men*  ef* 
tefeitoed  by  ^very  body  as  patterns  of  virtuc, 
were,  in  good  and  ferious  Companies,  good. 
and  ferious,  much.Iike  myfelf— -In  the  com-, 
pany  of  wits  aqd  lively  people  they  endea- 
voured  to  difplay  their  wit  and  fprightlinefs 
-r*they  grew  merry,  and,  as  I fancjed,  bc- 
trayed  now  and  then  childifli  vanity,  w-hen 
religionhappenedto  be  the  fubje£t  of  the  con- 
verfation — then  I heard,  indeed,  forae  af- 
feöed  common  place  remarks,  in  the  fafh- 
lonable  language  of  the  book  which  they 
feemed  to  have  read  latt,  and  repeated 
without  feeling. 

This  manner,  this  tone,  was  called  ^oo4 
breedmi:  it  was  not',  called  conformitig  to  this 
worldi  but  to  pleafe  all  men  in  all  thingSy  not 
to  Jerve  God  and  Mammofi,  but  to  rejoice  ivitk 
them  that  do  rejoice.  : i : ’ ' . 

When  I came  honie,  and  reüefted  upon 

myfelf. 
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myfelf,  I rejoked  fecretly  that  I,  at  leaft, 
had  not  played,  danced,  or  uttered  wanton 
words— and  that  thßfe  great  aird  refpeßed 
tnen  were  fo  fond  of  me.  f 

However,  what  good  had  I done,  heard, 
or  rpoken  ? Moft  certainly,  little  or  nothing 
at  all ; to  confefs  the  tmth,  l was  as  regard^ 
lefs,  vain^  and  worldly  minded  as  I had 
been  beföre ; yet  I was  Hot  wörfe  than  other 
people,  and  perhaps  betterj  becaufe  I was 
no  clergyman,  and  frequently  had  been  mii 
led  by  the  prejudiee  that  a clergyman  oughf, 
by  virtüe  of  bis  office,  to  be  a little  more 
pious  than  myfelf,  being  a lay-man.  This 
idea  made  me,  by  degrees>  more  indifferent 
to  Chriftian  piety,  and  more  tardy  in  doing 
good,  and  averfe  from  every  virtue  which 
feemed  to  reqüire  n|ore  than  common  exer-i 
tion  and  wMchfuIncfs. 

Every 
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Every  thing  contributed  to  tempt«me  to 
improve  only  fo  mucb  in  virtue,  as  would  be 
requifite  to  render  me  happy  in  this  world ; 
and  to  gain  the  good  opinion  of  people  of 

f 

all  clafles  ; in  particular  of  thofe  who  were 
renowncd  for  wifdom  and  honefty.  I read 
the  neweft  moral  publications,  difplayed  in 
Companies  fine  and  well  worded  fentiments, 
and  neglefted  on  the  other  fide  almoft  en- 
tirely,  thofe  better  means  of  attaining  true 
piety,  prayers  and  the  reading  of  the  Bible. 
I prayed,  indeed,  now  and  then,  but  with- 
out  a lively  fenfe,  without  a heart-elevating 
conviftion  of  the  necelfity  and  the  po werful 
cffefts  of  prayers ; I read  in  - the  Bible, 
but  frequently,  only  to  be  able  to  fay,  that 
I had  read  itj  I alfo  cannot  conceal  from 
myfelf,  that  the  fimplicity  of  the  Bible  which 
pow  appears  to  me  to  be  the  moft  unequivo- 

cal 
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cal  ftandard  of  truth,  frequently  ofFended 
my  tafte,  and  that  I paffed  lightly  over  cey- 
tain  paffages  which  now  appear  to  me;very 
important  and  material,  only  becaufe  thofe 
clergymen  I was  fpeaking  of,  never  cited 
them,  and  I fancied  to  obferve  that  they 
ufed  to  pafs  them  over  with  a fingular 
ai^xiety,^  arifmg,  God  knows,  from  what 
fource — I mean  thofe  pafTages  which  con- 
tain  the  principal  doftrines  of  Chriftianity, 
as  for  example : thofe  which  treat  on  rege- 
jieration,  on  the  god-head  of  Chrift  j on  the 
real,  not  only  moral  redemption  from  hn 
through  Jefus  Chrift,  as  far  as  it  is  imme- 
diately  connefted  with  his  obedience  unto 
death,  and  his  voluntary  facrifice ; on  jufti- 
fication  through  faith;  on  the  immediate 
afliftance  of  the  Holy  Ghoft  in  true  fan6tifi- 
cation ; on  the  entire  denial  of  the  world 
on  the  duty  of  doing  every  thing,  though 


over 
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cver  fo  indifferent,  in  the  name  and  as  a dif- 
ciple  of  Jefus  Chrift,  &c.  &c. 

In'  the  light  in  which  I,  mifguided  by 
thefe  gentlernen,  had  ufed  myfelf  to  view 
the  Bible,  I could  fee  neither  the  exeellence 
nor  the  divine  origin  of  it } on  the  con- 
trary,  all  other  books  had  a greater  effeft 
upon  my  heart,  becaufe  I read  moft  of  them 
with  morc  attention.  I even  did  not  think 
that  there  were  paffages  in  that  book  whieh 
I did  not  underftand,  nor  that  I fliould  find 
in  it  Tome  new  and  great  truth — that  every 
thing  which  was  faid  in  it  to  men  in  general 
was  alfo  of  great  concern  to  me.— dread- 
ful  prejudice  (O  i God,how  much  gratitude 
do  I owe  thee,  that  thou  haft  opened  my 
cyes)  had  by  degrces,  ftolen  upon  my  under- 
ftanding,  and  at  the  fame  time  taken  full 
poffeffion  of  my  heart — viz.  that  the  precepts 
and  promifes  of  the  Gofpel  did  concem, 

and 
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and  in  (bme  refpe6t  exclufivefy,  only  the 
firft  Chriftians  {k).  This  I häd  heard  faid  by 
thefe  intelligent  divines,  fo  frequently,  and 
on  fo  many ’occafions,  fometimes  without 
difguife,  and  fometimes  indire£tly,  that  my 
Former  fimple  belief  in  the  immedlate  autho- 
rity  and  infallibility  of  the  BibJe  dvvindled 
away  imperceptibly,  and  that,  at  length,  I 
could  not  but  obferve  that  my  pretended 
Chriftianity  was  at  bottom  nothing  but  a 


{h)  This  matter  is  herenot  diftinftly  enough  expreiTcd, 
and  in  general  has  not  yet  been  placed  in  its  proper 
light.  The  opinion  which  the  author  here  combats,  is, 
perhaps,  not  fo  drcadful  as  he  fancics,  if  ftated  properly 
and  with  the  requifite  reftridlions.  Every  difcourfe  or 
book,  no  matter  whether  divine  or  human,  is  always  re- 
gulatcd  after  the  individual  relation  exifting  betwecn  it« 
author  and  thofe  to  whom  it  is  addreflcd ; and  future 
readers,  or  foreign  auditors,  ougbt  to  apply  them  to 
«hemfelves,  önly  as  far  as  they  ate  in  the  fame,  or  fimiUr 
fitaations  and  relations. 

T. 
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very  refined  deifm,  in  fpite  of  my  endea- 
vours  to  conceal  it  from  myfelf,  and  the  fre- 
quent inve£tives  which,  in  our  Company» 
were  uttered  againfl;  unbelief  and  deifm. — 
My  friends  alfo  fpoiled  my  heart  not  a little, 
by  their  too  frequent  flatteries.  They 
fpoke  much  of  the  few  good  qualities  they 
fancied  I had,  and  valucd  them  by  far  too 
high.  They  were  too  indulgent  to  my 
faults,  and  always  pleaded  my  good  heart 
as  an  excufe  ; they  thought  it  impoffible 
that  I could  ever  be  guilty  of  malice.  My 
honefty  feemed  now  and  then  to  draw  from 
them  a fmile  fo  fweet  and  fo  pleafing,  that 
I difplayed  frequently  a fenfe  of  probity 
which  was,  not  even  on  thejurface  of  my 
heart: — They  diverted  me  as  foon  as  I 
{hewed  figns  of  uneafinefs.  My  fecurity, 
which  really  frequently  was  nothing  but  the 
moft  thoughtlefs  carelefsnefs,  they  miftook 

for 
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for  contentment ; my  giddinefs  äppeared  to 
them  cheerfulnefs,  my— in'deed  frequently 
fecret — malicious— criticifm  oh  others,,  par- 
ticularly  on  thöfe  who  were  not  very  high  in 
their  favour,  and  whofe  opinions  in  philofo- 
phical  and  theological  matters  were  different 
from  theirs,  they  called  wit. — Alas  ! if  they 
had  called  thefe  things  by  their  proper 

nameSj  I fhould  iiever  have  funk  fo  low. 

* ^ ^ ^ * 

' • ./ 

JANUARY  the  Seventeenth. 

THUS  far  I wrote  after  I was  rifen,  Ob- 
fervations  ofthat  nature  I am  wont'to  evade 
under  various  pretexts,  God  be  praifed,  that 
1 have  wrote  them  down  at  length. 

• I was  very  bufy  all  the  day  j I had  two 

N vifits. 
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vifits,  one  from  Mr.  M — — and  one  from 

Mr.  S which  left  not  many  good  im- 

preffions  behind. — Why  can  I not  always 
turn  the  converfation  on  ufeful  fubjefts? 
Why  do  I fufFer  myfelf  to  bu  fo  eafily 
guided  by  other  people  ? O!  God!  how 
foon  do  I lofe  fight  of  my  duty  and  defti- 
nation ! 

In  the  evening  I read  in  Rabener’s  Sa* 
tyres. — I know  no  fatyric  equal  to  him  in 
point  of  morajity  5 one  fees,  in  fpite  of  his 
fportive  fancy,  that  he  always  has  laudable 
views.  How  much  fuperior  does  he  appear 
to  me  in  this  refpe£t  to  Swift  ; yet  I cannot 
but  confefs — That  the  reading  of  this  boak 
did  me  not  much  good  to-day — I hardly 
could  lay  it  down ; I began  to  laugh,  and 
every  ferious  idea  vaniflied.  There  was 
time  enoügh  left  for  reading  in  the  Bible  for 
half  an  hour,  or  for  praying;  however,  my 
' heart 
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heart  was  averfe  from  it.  I had  not  the 
leaft  defire  to  do  it.  I fmoked  a pipe,  and 
read  the  newfpaper. 

Mr.  **  * * invited  us  to  dine  with  him 
to-morrow ; I am,  indeed,  not  quite  eafy  at 
it;  however,  methinks,  I want  to  conceal 
this  uneafinefs  from  myfelf,  and  to  pafs  it 
lightly  over ; this  is  no  good  fign,  my  heart ! 
why  wilt  thou  not,  with  refignation,  exa- 
mine  whether  it  be  right  or  not  to  idle  away 
the  beft  part  of  the  enfuing  day  ? Why  do  I • 
feel  fuch  a ftrong  averfion  to  prepare  myfelf 
for  fuch  a day,  and  fuch  a Company  ? To 
refleft  upon,  and  to  imprint  deeply  on  my 
mind,  the  principles  which  can  be  applied 
to  all  poffible  fituations  in  which  man  ever 
can  come.  Thofe  principles  which  I fhall 
ftand  fo  much  in  need  of  to-morrow  ?— Can 
l conceal  from  myfelf,  that  the  nice  dinner 
to  which  I am  invited,  alrcady  charms  my 

N 2 dainty 
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dainty  pälate,  and  that  fuch  a turbulent 
- noify  day  has  never  been  advantageous  to 
me,  but  ahvays  bas  had  a bad  effe£t  on  my 
heart  and  confcience  ? - ^ ^ - 


JANUARY  the  Eigbteenth. 

I COULD  have  known  before  band  thaf 
yefterday  would  caufe  me  a great  deal  of 
uneafmefs;  thänk  God  that  I am  at  liberty 
to  dedicate  this  morning  to  meditätions. 

I fpent  almoft  the  whole  möming  with 
drawing  four  defigns.- — If  I were  to  write 
down  the  ideas  and  fenfations  which 
crowded  upon  me  during  this  occupation, 
a whole  day  fcarcMy  would  be  fufficient. 

Sometimes  I hardly  dgred  to  liftup  my 

‘ , eyes; 
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eyes ; the  idea  of  the  deäth-bed  of  my  friend 
was  infupportable  to  me ; the  total  waot  of 
pious  fentimerit§,  and  of  .virtpe,  as  well  as 
the  ruling  thoughtlefsoeCs  of  yefterday, 
grieved  me  fo  much,  tbat  I rofe  feveral 
times,  putting  paper  and  pencU  afide,  and, 
angry  with.)  myfelf,  ran  up  and  down  the 
room,  groaned,  wept,  and  trembled  at  my 
invincible  giddinefs  and  inconftancy.  I muft, 
however,  finifli  my  drawings,  thougbt  I; 
feating  myfelf  again,  and  ßxing  my  medita- 
tions  principally  upon  the  whole  courfe  of 
this  prefent  day,  and  on  my  gradual  pro- 
grefs  in  thoughtlefsnefs. 

Firft  of  all,  I had  prepared  myfelf  neither 
in  the  morning  nor  in  the  evening,  in  fpite 
of  all  the  admonitions  of  my  heart  j I had 
not  taken  particular  meafures  which  was  ab- 
folutely  neceifary,  according  to  many  fad 
expcriences,  if  I would  remain  mafter  of 

N 3 myfelf. 
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myfelf,  wife  anÜ  'virtuous.  I had  -a  very 
diftinft  prefenfion  that  the  other  day  would 
not‘be  fpent  well.^  ‘I  prayed,  in  the  morn- 
ing,  without  devotion — I was  thoughtlefs — 
my  confcience  was  not  quite  filent ; I rea- 
foned,  however,  againft  its  fecrettadmoni- 
tions,  whifpering  foftlyjn  its  eäri  “ There 
certalnly  will  be  no  harm  in  going  to  dine 
“ with  • a friend.  Jefus  Chrift,  ' himfelf, 
“ went  to  the  wedding  at  Cana.  If  it  be 
“ no  fin  to  go  out  to  dinner,  then,  certainly, 
“ it  will  be  right  to  drefs  myfelf  properly  ; 
“ and  to  have  my  hair  put  in  order  alfo, 
“.will  benofin!  To  confult  the  looking- 
“ glafs  whether  one  is  drefled  cleanly  and 
“ properly  can,  at  moft,  be  childifh — but  it 
“ can  certainly  not  be  finful.”  I went ; one 
hour,  or  one  hour  and  an  half  were  fpent 
in  gazing,  gaping,  and  chattering.  “ It 
“ would,  however,  have  been  impoflible  to 

“ fajr 


SELF-OBSERVER. 


183 


« fay  fomething  ufefulj  it  would  havebeen 
“ the  moft  ridiculous  and  unfupportable  af- 
“ feftation  if  l bad  attempted  to  force  fome 

i 

moral  or  cbriftian  converfation  upon  tbe 
“ Company!  Our  difcourfe  was,  at  leaft, 
“ not  finful.” 

We  fat  down  to  table— began  to  cbatter 
and  to  laugb : I joined  in  laugbing,  and  tbe 
curfed  itcb  of  amufing,  and  interefting  a 
wbole  Company  by  my  talk,  raifed  my  fpi- 
rits ; I contributed  my  (bare  of  anecdotes«— 
and  tben  went  on  by  degrees,  tili  not  tbe 
leaft  fpark  of  ferioufnefs  was  left  in  my  foul. 
Every  moment  wbicb  was  unoccupied  by 
narrations,  every  paufe  between  anecdote 
and  anecdote,  rendered  me  uneafy.  Tbis 
was  quite  fufficient  for  me  not  tö  decline 
an  airing  in  fledges,  “ Tbat  exercife” — 
tbougbt  I — “ is  innocent  and  wbolefome ; 
**  it  will  pleafe  tbe  ladies;  how  odd  would 

N4 
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“ jt  be  if  I were  to  affe£i:  a pious  mein,  and 
“ retire  from  the  Company.  How  abfurd 
would  it  be  tp  bring  religious  fubje6ts  on 
the  carpet  in.a  ijedge,  which  advances  fo 
rapidly  that  one  muft  take  care  not  to  be 
“ thrown  ofF  one’s  guard,  and  where  one 
“ intends  to  enjoy  an  innocent  pleafure!’* 
This  argument  feems,  in  the  moment  of 
amufement,  and  in  the  fituation  itfelf,  to  be 
pretty  juft.— However,  the  fum  of  all  thefe 
ideaa  and  arguments  is,  nevertbelefg,  the 
lofs  of  a day  (not  to  mention  a word  of  the 
confequences  of  bad  examplct  which  may  be 
much  more  dreadful,  than  we  perhaps  ever 
imagine)  the  lofs  of  a day— what  an  irrepar- 
able lofs !— Who  gives  me  the  liberty  and 
the  right  to  throw  away  a day,  which  is  the 
proper ty  of  my  God  ? A whole  day  not  to 
live  as  my  Lord  and  Malier  wants  me  to 
live  ! To  conform  to  the  world  a fingle  day. 

To 
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To  neg!e£t  one  day  to  fow  feeds  for  the  har* 
veft  of  eternity  ! — What  a dreadful  delufion ! 
O ! God ! how  much  good  could  I have 
done  yefterday  j how  much  good  which  now 
has  not  been  and  never  will  be  done  I-+-AI- 
though  whatever  1 have  done  fhould  have 
been  innoeent,  and  whatever  I have  omitted 
Ihould  have  been  omitted  innocently,  after 
the  opinion  of  all  moralilfs,  yet  I cannot  but 
refleft  with  inward  grief,  that  this  day  could 
have  been  fpent  in  a manner  more  ufeful  to 
myfelf  and  others  in  all  eternity.— A mer- 
chant  who  could  have  gained  a thoufand  dol- 
lars  in  one  day,  and  has  gained  only  three  or 
four,  will  fcarcely  perfuade  himfelf  thät  he 
has  had  a good  day,  although  fome  other 
perfon  who  is  ufed  to  gain  little  or  jiothing 
in  many  days,  would  think  that  trifling 
fum  large  enough. 

Yet  many  people  might,  perhaps,  think 

that 
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that  it  would  be  too  anxious,  to  weigh  mir 
days  in  that  manner — however,  he  who 
knows  how  much  good  we  can  do  in  one 
day,  will  certainly  think  one  day  which  he 
has  idled  away,  a very  lamentable  lofs.  ' Be- 
fides  the  idea  of  the  death-bed  of  my  friend 
forces  itfelf  conftantly  on  my  Imagination, 
though  ever  fo  much  againft  my  inclination. 
How  ill  fpent  would  I think  fuch  a day  lo 
be  with  every  other  perfon,  and  how  much 
Ihould  I pity  fuch  a perfon  if  I were  to  view 
it  by  the  fide  of  a dying  man ! 

Live,  as  thou  at  the  gates  of  etemity 

t 

“ flialt  wifli  to  have  lived” — can  I repeat  this 
too.frequently — Whatever  prevents  me  from 
refleöing  with  tranquillity  and  pleafure  on 
my  laft  moment  fhall  be  fufpefled  by  my 
heart,  although  the  whole  world  fliould  de- 
clare  It  innocent  5 — or,  which  is  the  fame, 

y 

whatever  I do  not  perform  in  the  name,  as 

a difci- 
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a difciple  and  follower  of  Jefus  Chrift,  what 
Jefus  Chrift  in  my  place,  and  in  my  fttuation 
would  not  have  done,  and  what  I would 
not  do  if  he  were  vifibly  ftanding  before 
me ! ‘ . 

I prayed;  not  without  repentance  and  de- 
votion,  for  the  forgivenefs  of  my  fins,  particu- 
larly  thofe  of  the  other  day.  O ! God ! pre- 
vent,  through  Jefus  Chrift,  all  bad  confe- 
quences  of  my  thoughtleflhefs  and  inatten- 
tion.  Thou  canft  and  wilt  do  it — O what 
an  ineftimable  comfort  is  this — how  little 
do  we  value  it  ? - ~ 

J went  to  bed  at  half  an  hour  after  eleven, 
and  prayed  for  conftancy  in  my  good  refolu- 
tions ; I heard  the  watchman  cry  twelve 
o’clock,  and  then  feil  afleep. 
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JANUARY  the  Nineteenth.  * ' 

ALTHOUGH  I had  fait  up  laft  night 
kter  than  ufual,  yet  I awoke  before  fix 
o’clock,  with  an  uncommon  tranquillity  and 
ferenity ; I fighed,  and  thanked  God  for  it* 
As  foon  as  my  wife  awoke  I told  her  how 
ferene  I was  ; however,  I would  not  boajft 
of  that  fenfation,  becaufe  it  was  perhaps  not 
fo  deeply  rooted  in  my  heart,  as  it  appeared ; 
I told  her,  it  was  no  merit  to  be  eafy  at 
heart  when  there  feemed  to  be  no  occafion 
for  uneafinefs.  But  to  remain  tiranquil  when 
people  do  whatever  they  can  to  difturb  our 
peace  of  mind  ; then  not  to  lofe  one’s  equa- 
nimity — is  the  elfefl  of  fuperior  wifdom  ahd 
a firmer  virtue,  Our  converfation  became 
more  and  more  ferious  j I faid  (thank  God, 

with 
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with  conviftion,  and  not  without  fliame  and 

forrow),  “ I become  every  day  more  fenfi- 

“ ble,  that  I am  not  yet  a trüe  difciple  of 

Jefus  Chrift ; I fliould  be  horribly  mif- 

« taken,  if,  in  fpite  of  all  the  good  qualities 

“ I may  have  attained,  which  I am  not  in-  - 

" clined  to  deny  out  of  a falfe  humility,.  I 

were  to  fancy  to  poffefs  only  in  a tolerable 

“ degree,  that  faith  and  love  which  the 

“ ßrofpel  fo  clearly  requires.” 

My  wife  fancied  that  I carrIed  matters 

rather  too  far;  that  I made  myfelf  uneafy 

without  need“ — You  have,”  fhe  faid,  “ vir- 

“ tue  and  your  eternäl  happinefs  more  at 

“ heart,  than  a thoufand  other  people ; you' 

do  every  day  fo  müch  good,  and  I am 

“ convinced  you  do  it  with  the  greateft  fin- 
/ 

“ cerity  of  heart— why  thould  you  be  diffa^ 
tisfied  with  yourfelf  ? Who  could  hope  to 

“ be 
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“ be  faved,  if  one  muft  be  better,  and  do 
" more  good  than  you.’^  - ' 

I can  fay  tbat  i heard  this  fpeech  of  my 
\vife,  not  orily  with  indifFerence,  but  alfo 
with  pungent  ftiame,  and  almoft  with  tears; 
though  it  came  from  the  lips  of  my  ten- 
dereft  friend,  and  the  ocular  witnefs  of  my 
life.  . . , : 

“ Alas !”  faid  I,  “ we  deceive  ourfelves  in 
“ a moft  üiocking  manner,  if  we  compare 
“ ourfelves  to  other  people,  and  not  to  our 
great  and  fole  prototype.  • Do  you  think, 
my  deareft  love,  God  will  judge  us  after 
“ the  example  of  thofe  who  are  worfe  than 
‘‘  ourfelves,  or  after  the  law  of  liberty  ? Do 
“ you  think  it  pö'ffible,  according  to  the  na- 
“ ture  of  things,  to  (bare  the  happinefs  of 
“ Chrift,  if  the  mind  is  not  in  us  whrch  was 
alfo  in  Jefus  Chrift  ? Is  not  the  pureftlovfe 

“ of 
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« of  God  and  man,  the  natural  and  imme- 
“ diate  fource  of  the  happinefs  of  a mortal 
« being  ? Although  God  be  ever  fo  power- 
“ ful  and  merciful,  yet  he  cannot  take  us 
“ intö  his  communion  without  that  love ; and 
“ without  the  communion  with  him,  we 
fhall  be  as  little  capable  öf  true  happinefs, 
adequate  to  our  rational,  moral,  and  fpi- 
“ ritual  nature,  as  an  idiot,  or  an  unlettered 
“ man  is  fufceptible  of  the  pure  pleafures 
“ of  wifdoni  and  meditation ; our  foul  can, 
“ without  an  intimate  and  immedlate  com- 
“ munion  with  God,  be  as  little  happy,  as 
**  our  body  can  live  without  air. 

“ Love  God  above  all  things,  and  thy 
“ neighbour  like  thyfelf.— ?-0  my  God ! how 
“ far  diftant  am  I ftill  from  that  mark  ! No 
“ general  love,  including  all  human-kind ! 
“ No  love,  as  St.  Paul  defcribes  it,  i Cor.xiii, 
“ is  in  my  heart— No  love  of  God— Alas ! 
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my  dear  l and  my  heart  is  ftill  enflavcd  by 
« fo  much  thoughtleflnefs,  heavinefs/weak;^^ 
“ nefs,  worldlinefs,  vanity,  ambition,  and 
" irafcibility.— I never  can  be  fure ; to  be, 
only  one  day;  I will  not  fay,  perfe£lly  vir- 
“ tuous,  but  only  free  of  all  voluntarily, 
“ excited,  or  foftered  emotions  of  thefe 
vices !” 

t 

I rofe  not  before  eigbt  o’clock,  and  read 
the  eigbteenth  and  nineteenth  chapters  of 
St.  Matthew.  My  fentiment  for  this  day 
Ihall  be  : “ Ferily  I fay  unto  you,  except  ye  be 
conveYtedy  and  become  as  little  childr‘eHi  yC 
JhaU  not  enter  into  the  kingdom  cf  heaven  t 

“ IVhoeijer  ßtall  therefore  humble  himfelf  astlm 

« üttle  childy  the  fame  ts  great eß  in  the  kingdom 
of  heaven^ 

. I find  this  fentence  more  grand,  than  it 

can  be  exprefled  by  words.  O,  my  good 

God  l let  my  whole  deportment,  and  my  moft 

fecret 
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fecret  fenfations,  be  a living  interpretation 
of  thefe  wprds  l - - - - _ - » - 

This  was  one  of  the  beft  days  of  this  year. 
To-day— thanks  to  thee,  O merciful  God ! 
r— I have  liyed — a//  in  all — true  to  all  niy 
principles,  as  much  as  poffible  ! 

^ ^ W:  ^ 


JANUARY  the  Twentieth. 

I ROSE  at  fix  o’clock.  It  was  coldi  and 
I was  not  quite  well,  and  tempted  to  lay 
myfelf  down  again  ; however,  I wrapt  my- 
felf  in  my  pelife,  lighted  the  fire,  which  em- 
ployed  and  amufed  me  half  an  hour,  but 
gaye  me  head-ache  and  tooth^ache— -I  was 
angry  with  myfelf— yet  I re^d  the  twentieth 
Vol.L  O and 
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änd  twenty-firft'’  chapters  of  St.  Matthew, 

^ I 

The  fentiment  I chofe  for  the  prefent  day 
was:  Jll things  whatfoever ye~ßall aß  in prayerj 
helieving,  ye  ßiall  receive.  ‘ 

t 

I refle£led  ferioufly  upon  thefe  words, 
having  little  elfe  to  do,  and  feit  an  nncom- 
mon  tranquillity  and  ferenity  in  my  foul  at 
it. — One  fimilar  paflfage  after  the  other  oc- 
curred  to  my  recolle£lion. — I was  aftoniüied 
that  fuch  a n umher  of  plain  paflages,  treat- 
ing  on  the  efficacy  of  devout  prayers,  which 
1 had  fo  frequently  heard  and  read,  fhould 
now,  for  the  firft  time,  ftrike  me  fo  povver- 
fully  i I rejoiced  however  as  much  at  it,  äs  if 
I had  found  a great  treafure. — Yet  I wa^ 
very  fenfible  that  I was  ftill  deftitute  of  faith, 
and  a lively  attachment  to  the  diviae  truth 
— I fighed  therefore,  that  that  faith  which  is 
acceptable  to  God,  might  be  encreafed  and 
animated  within  me.  . 


In 
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In  the  afternoon  Mr.  M — - came  to.  fee 
me.  My  whole  heart  was  replete' witTi^the 
new  truth  which  I fancied  to  have  found 
out.  I converfed  with  him  upon  it ; he  lift- 
■ ened  attentively  to  me  with  a fmiling  mien, 
and  at  laft  faid:  “ It  is  very  remarkable,  that 
“ you  introduce  this  fubje£t  to  my  attention ; 
‘‘  'I  affure  you,  that  in  fpite  of  what  one  is 
“ ufed  to  obferve,  in  Order  to  reftrain  thefe 
“ divine  promifes,  I am  fully  convinced  that 
“ we  wrong  the  Gofpel  very  much,  if  we 
“ deny  that  the  great  reward,  which  has 
“ been  promifed  to  faith  and  prayers,  does 
“ not  extend  to  our  times.  However,  I can- 
not  but  confefs,  that  to  this  hour  I have 
“ kept  this  conviftion  to  myfelf,  apprehend- 
“ ing  to  expofe  myfelf  to  idle'lifigations  of 
' words  and  ridicule ; but  now  1 will  thank 
“ God,  that  he  has  granted  you  the  fame 
“ perfuafion.” 

O 2 
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He  then  related  to  me,  with  an  amiable 
firiiplicity,  modefty,  and  warmth,  feveral  ex- 
tremely  reiriarkable  incidents  of  yery  ftriking 
and  -almoift  wonderful  grants  of  prayers, 
which  he  himfelf  had  experienced  in  very 
important  concerns,  and  pf  w^hieh.hp  as  yet 
had  fpoken  to  no  oae.  He  begged!  me  to 
divulge  to  no  one,  even  not  to  my  wife,  wjiat 
he  had  told  me ; I promifed  it : the  tears 
ftaf ted  feveral  times  from  my  eyes  j I thank?d 
God,  with  great  emotion  of  heart,  for  this 
Gonfirmation  in  my  faith,  for  which  I had 
prayed  to-day.  ,0  God  ! how  good,  hpw 
unfpeakably  more  merciful  art  thou  than 
men  will  believe  thee  to  be,  notwithftanding 
all  thy  pofitive  promifes  ! They  difpute  thy 
goodnefs,  inftead  of  fimply  frying  to  expe- 
rience  it,  according  to  the  inftruftion  .of  thy 
Gofpd.  ' . ' ) 

O ! give  me  the  fpirit  of  fimple  filiäl  faith, 

and 
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and  I flTrälleertainlyexperiefi^c^jtliatjalthoiigh 
heaven  and  earth  fhould  pafs  away,-  yet  thö 
words  of  Jefus  Chrift  neter  tvilh 

Thefe  rMeftions  enipldyed  me  the  wbotd 
day — ^and  yet— I did^  liöt-pray  half  an-Höür 
wifhout  iriterriiptioii;^ — Ö 1 -how  giddy  lä  rrty- 
heart!  hö'^  müeh  does  it  a£t  in  cödtradi6tiört' 
^’irlth  kfelf  1 's^hen  ßiall  it  be  WhoHy  eonförm- 

able  to  its  feelingö.  ' ’ • 

- - * * * ■ * , • 


JANUARY  the^Twenty-firft  and  Second. 

THESE  two  days  I had  the  tooth-ache, 
though  not  very  violent^  and  a fwelled  face. 
I could  neither  read  nor  write  miich  ; and 
how  I arn  not  at  leifure  to  write  down  feve- 
ral  fituations  of  my  mind  which  I have  ob- 
ferved, 

O3 
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jj.My  wife  read  to  me  Jerufalem’s  Sermonö 
on  the  Bleffings.of  Heaven. — My  mind  was 
very  tranquil  and  ferene. — Thefö  two  nights 
Ihad  the  fourth  and  fifth  canto  of  the  Meffiah 
read  to  me.  What  a paftime  for  the  mind, 
and  the  heart.! — What  an  excellent  perform- 
ance  it  would  be,  if  a poet  would  paint  with 
majefty  and  fimplicity,  and  without  fidioHj 
the  life,  and  all  the  deeds  of  Chrift ; in  fhort, 
the  whole  hiftory  of  the  Gofpel ! - - - 

♦ * * ’ ♦ • 


JANUARY  the  Twenty-third. 

I DID  not  rife  before  half  an  hour  after 
feven,  prayed  without  attention,  and  feit 
fome  uneafmefs  in  my  mindj  however, 

I becäme 
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I becaiue  more  eafy,  as  foon  as  I began  to 
read  in  the  Gofpd* — I read  three  cbaptcrs 
pf  St.  Matthew,  and  chofe,  as  a fentlment  for 
this  day,  the  words:  T/iou ßialt  love  thy  neigh- 

bouT  as  thyfelf  ! - • — 1 drank  chocolate, 

wrote  a letter  to  O — , and  another  to  N - 
To  the  latter  1 remitted  a book,  which  hc 

• • t 

had  lent  me  long  ago.  I recolle£led  the  re- 

queft  of  my  deceafed  friend  j elfe  I ihould 

' have  feit  fome  reludlance  to  return  the  book  j, 

, . #1 

God  knows,  not  out  of  dilhonefty  or  felfifli- 
-nefs,  but  partly  from  lazinefs  and  commodi- 
oufnefs,  and  partly  becaufe  I was  rather 
athamed  of  having  kept  the  book  fo  long  ; I 
would  willingly  have  given  him  one  into  the 
bargain,  if  that  would  have  fpared  me  the 
fhame  of  my  negligence.  ------ 


My  fervant  alked  me  after  dinner,  whe- 
tber  Ihe  üiould  fweep  my  roam.  “ Yes, 

O 4 “ but 
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but  you  muft  not  toufch  my  books,  riot* 

^ ^ • I . 

" my  papfets.-’  This  1 fpoke  not  with  the 

gentle,  mild  accent  of  a good  heart ! No ! a 

fecl*et  unealinefs  and  fear^  that  it  would  give 

m‘e  fome  vexation,  feemed  to  have  taken 

place  in  my  heart.  After  fhe  had  beeh  gon6 

fom6  time,  I faid  to  my  wife,  I am  afrai'd. 

<•  ' 
fh'e  will  caufe  fome  confufion  up  ftairs.’* 

My  wife  ftole  awäy  'a  few  momönts  after, 

witb  the  beft  inteütion,  ih  order  to  preVerif 

äny  vexation  of  that  fort,  aild  cortimanded 

the  fefvant  to  be  carefüh— “ Is  my  room  noi; 

**  fwept  yet?”  I exclaimed  at  the  bottom  öf 

the  ftaits.  However,  inftead  of  waiting  pa- 

tiently  for  an  anfwer,  I ran  up  ftairs,  and  oh 

my  entering  th'e  room,  the  fervant  overtumed 

'an  ink-ftand,  which  was  ftanding  on  the 

flielf.  She  was  very  much  terrified  i and  I 

calied  to  her  ih  very  harfh  terms : “ ^Yhat 

a ftupid  heäß  you  are ! Piave  1 not  pofi- 

tively  , 
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“ tively  Ibld  yöü  to  bfe  eärefül  — My  wife 
Ibliowfed' rhe  üp  ftäirs','fl'ow  äHd  fbarful.— 
Inftead  bf  bfeiri^  äfliamed/  my  -ahgei* 'broke 
out  aiiew;  Itöbk  üb  noticb  öf  her;  tunning 
tö  thb  fable,  lärnentihg  artd  niöaning,  as  if 
the  irhdft  ifn^obtänt  wrifiügs  had  been  fpolled 
and  tbridered  üfelefs ; althougb  the  ink  liad 
toÜ'ched  liöthing  but  a blank  fheat,  and  fome 
blötfing  päper.— The  fervant  itatched  an 
opp'ortunity  to  fneak  away,  and  my  wife  ap* 
proached  me  with  timid  rhildnefs.  “ My 
**  d'ear  hüfband,^’  fhe  faid-^I  ftared  at  her 
with  vexation  m rriy  loQks~flie  embtaced 
me— 1 Wänted  to  get  but  of  her  way— her 
face  refted  on  my  chefek  for  a few  nioiüents 
— you  hurt  your  health*  my  dbar!”  fhe 
faid  at  laft,  with  unfpeakable  tendernefs. — - 
1 now  began  to  be  afhamed.  I remained 
filent,  and  at  laft  began  tö  weep  1 “ What  ä 
miferable  flave  to  my  temper  I am ! I dare 

“ npt 
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% not  lift  up  my.  eyes  ! I cannqt  rid  myfelf 
“ of  the  dominion  of  that  finful  paffion!” 
“ But,  my  dear,”  replied  my  wife,  confider 
“ how  many  days-and  weeks  pafs  without 
your  being  overcome  by  your  anger!— 
“ come  along  with,:me,  we  will  pray  toge- 
“ ther.’’ — ^She  went'wltb  me  into  her  clofet, 
praying  fo  naturally,,fervently,  and  fo  much 
to  the  purpofcj^  that  I thanked  God  fincerely 
for  th^.hour  and  my,wife,  being  extremely 
revived  by  her/prayers.  . ' . 

We  werc  interrupted  went  to  my  ftudy, 
ligbed  a few  moments,  tore  the  ftained  paper 
to  pieccs,  and  threw  it  away. — It  ftruck  me, 
thatithe  (kull  was  alfo  ftained  .with  ink.-^It 
fhall  be  my  rem^mbrancer. 

- Tims  far  I had  wrote  when  Mr.  M 

carte  to  fee  me.  n We  converfed  on  different 
news  and  bopk^,  fifnoked  a pipe,  and  I for- 
got  myfelf  almoft  entirely.  The  fervant 

brought 


I 
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brought  tobacco ; I fcarcely  could  look  at 
her;  the  fight  of  her  pierced  my  fouU  and, 
yet  I rejoiced  fecretly  that  I was  not  alonq 
when  I faw  her  the  firft  time,  after-I  had 

. ■ . A. 

r. 

glven  yent  to  my  paflion ; rl  fhould  not  haye 
known  what^carriagö  to  aiTume.  Very  for- 
tunately  fhe  feemed  herfelf  alhamed  and  de- 
je£led,  as  if  begging  my  pardon  ; this  drew 
a tear  from  my  eye.  • , 

My  fpirits  revived  again  when  flie  had  left 
the  room,  and  my  friend  went  away  at  five 
o’clock.  I fhould  have  been  gl  ad.  to  have 
had  bis  Company  longer,  becaufe  I was  afraid 
of  being  left  to  the  refle£tions  on  myfelf. — I 
tried  to  read  a little  ; and  yet  my  confcience 
told  me  that  I fhould  not  read  iTow. — Soon 
after  I laid  the  book  afide,  and  was  sfoins:  to 

O O 

V 

converfe  with  God,  and  with  myfelf ; how- 
ever — it  would  not  do — I was  obdured  like 
a ftone. — I fat  down,  vexed  at  myfelf,  and 

continüed 
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ctmtmti^d  my  jöurnal  thus  far : ahd  (alas ! 

am  I ftlll  fo  ftubborti,  fö  infidkiblfe, 
and  teäri&fs  ?)  I '^a^  much  left  afbafbeÖ  cf 
my  difgrac^ful  fäftniefs,  tban‘1  oüght  to  haVö 
t»een  ; howöver,  I perceive  Vefy  Wdll,  tbat 
I amüfe'myfdf  äs’rtUicb'äs  I cäh.  Ätld  I 
know,  nevertheiefs,  tbat  I fliäll  rep6at  tbis 
fin,  as  fure  ‘as  I nöW  n^gleö:  to  poftpone 
every  thing,  though  evef  fo  tonoceiit  and 
eVer  fo  goöd,  in  Order  to  refle£t  üpön,  änd 
tb  feel  the  wbole  force  of  the  abominäble- 
ilefs  of  my  fault  ^ if  I do  not  endeavour,  at 
ptefentjWlth  the  greateft  diligence,  to  lament 
it  hncerely,  and  to  pray  to  him  who,  throügb 
Jefus  Chrift,  can  take  away  and  repair  all 
the  bad  confequences  of  our  fihs,  to  forgive 
ine  my  tranfgreffions.  O,  God ! let  my  heart 
become  fincere  and  artlefs ; 1 am  more  afraid 
of  it  than  of  the  mofi:  inveterate  enemy,  and 
fhe  moft  artful  traitor.  It  deceives  and 

blinde 
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blinds  me  never  ir^pre  effeßtually  than  after 
I have  made  a flip-r-Theii  it  impels  me  to 
go  and  to  do  a good  jaftion,  to  perforra 
fomething  ufefui,  to  giye  adyice,  to  wrjte 
an  important  letter  which  was  forgotten,  tp 
affift  the  poor,  &c.  &c.  &c.  for  no  other  rea- 
fon  bnt  to  divert  me  imperceptibly  from 
myfelf,  and  from  the  refleftion  on  piy 
faults. 

\ 

Whatever  good  I can  do  at  prefent,  is  of 
lefs  confequence'  than  reflefting  now  in  pri- 
vate and  filently,  in  the  prefence  of  God, 
upon  myfelf— and  endeavouring  to  advife 
and  to  affift  myfelf  in  preference  to  others. 
I will  therefore  dedlcate  the  prefent  nio- 
snents  to  faithful  and  exa£l  refieftions  op 
the  heinoufnefs  of  the  ftn  I haye  com- 
mitted. 

God  was  prefent  when  I gave  vent  to  my 
^nger.*T-the  moft  holy  ^nd  pieek  S^yiour  has 

witneffed 
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witncfled  the  unbecoming  and  wild  eriip* 
tion  of  my  paffion^  Jefus  CHrift  to  whom  I 
have  vowed,  hundred  and  thoufand  times,  to 
be  more  upon  my  guard  againft  that  paffion 
— Jefus  Chrift  who  has  already  forgivemme 
many  premeditated  fins,  which  were  a thou- 
fand times  more  glaring — Jefus,  who  amid 
the  moft  painful  fufferings  that  could  be  in- 
flicted  upon  him,  exclaimed : Father  forgive 
them  ! he  has  witnefled  my  uncharitable  and 
ihameful  paflion  and  bittemefs.  He  faw 
me,  although  I did  not  fee  kirn ; he  has  heard 
my  words ; the  whole  diforder  of  my  abomi- 
nable  incenfed  heart  was  laid  open  before 
bis  flaming  eyes.  The  holy  angels  too,  who 
are  conftantly  reforting  to  this  earth,  and 
’retum  joyfully  to  heaven,  when  they  behold 
' the  fincere  repentance  of  a finner  upon  earth 
— they  too  have  been  prefent — Alas  ! you 
■'could  not  but  turn  your  face  from  me,  ye 

friends  - 
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friends  to  virtue,  ye  heroes  in  meeknefs  and 
}ove — and  if  now  you  fliöuld  return  to  my 
happy  friend  with  forrowful  looks,  and  if  he 
fhould  enquire  the  reafon  of  it — O l how  am 
I covered  with  Ihame  ! — O ! turn  your  faces 
again'to'a  fmner,  who  begins  to  weep,  that 
he  has  fihned  in  the  fight  of  God  and  heaven! 

And  thou,  Satan,  didft  rejoice  when  thou 
faweft  me  in  a paffion^ — Horrible  idea ! to 
have  made  heaven  weep,  and  hell  rejoice  ! — 
I have  not  a£led  as  a future  Citizen  of  hea- 
ven— not  as  a difciple  of  Jeftis  Chrift,  but 
as  a child  of  hell,  as  a follower  of  Satan  I 
My  foul  too  I have  difordered  and  ruffled! 
immortal  like  herfelf  is  the  impreffion,  the 
‘venemous  impreffion  which  fin  has  made 
upon  me,  if  Jefus  Chrift  blots  it  not  out 
again,  through  the  power  of  his  omnipotent 
fpirit. 

Every 

w 
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Every  repetitipn  of  fin  j eyery  |*jepeate4 
cruption  pf  a paifipn,  imprpvps  the  hpi- 
nous  habitud^-r-pf  finning  without  cpmpvinc- 
tipn,  - 

And  if  I fhpuld  happen  tp  be 

furprifed  by  death,  iji  fuch  ^ 
mind,  O!  my  Gpd,  mabf  me  yery  fenfible 
of  the  infufferable  horror  pf  that  idea-^let 
jne  fepfibly  feel  the  fhame  ^.pd  terrpf  at  myr 
lelf,  which  wpnld  feize  me,  if  I fhppl4  be 
fummpned  befpre  thy  moft  holy  pribunal^ 
and  view,  in  the  bright  |igbt  of  thy  prefence, 
the  hprrors  of  niy  pwa  heart.-r-And  thp  imr 
preffion  which  my  anger  may  Jiave  made  on 
the  heart  of  ipy  fervant  (not  tp  mentipn 
fecret  grief. which  it  has  cau£ed  to  my  tender 
wife) — ^hpw  fatal  can  it  be ! which  is  fo 
much  the  more  to  be  feared,  as  it  has  been 

V . - ■ ■'  r • 

produced  by  a man,  of  whofe  probity  and 

virtue 
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virtue  ftie  has  no  mean  idea ! How  much 
eafier  will  ftie  now  fufFer  herfelf  to  be  ruled 
by  fimilar  paffions ! 

What  renders  this  accident  ftill  more  vex- 

atious  to  me,  is  the  \dit2i\-how good,  how  ex~ 

/ ■* 

cellent  my  behaviour  would  have  heen^  if  I had 
remained  cool  and  moderate! — if  I had  been 
prepared  for  an  accident  of  that  kind,  and 
confidered  how  ealily  one  can  com  mit  fuch 
a flip ! if  I had  alked  myfelf,  how  would  thy 
Lord  and  Maßer  have  behaved  in  fuch  a cafe  ? 
or  how  wouldß  thou  aEt  if  his  prefence  were  vifi^ 
ble  to  thee  f if  I had  awaited  the  eafy  anfwer 
to  that  queftion,  and  really  direfted  my 
thoughts  to  this  my  Lord  and  Malier — O 
‘‘  Lord!  imprint  the  image  of  thy  meeknefs 
“ deeply  upon  my  foul ! Let  thy  fpirit  be 
“ aftive  in  my  heart ! beftow  upon  me  the 
“ moft  precious  of  all  gifts  in  heaven  and 
“ upon  earth — thy  mind !”  If  in  that  fitua- 
VoL.  I.  P tion 
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tiöh  öf  rtiind  I häd  fiept  in  my  roötnj  and 
f äkeh  * fcalre  not  tö  do  it  while  I peifceived 
the  leafl  uneafinefs,  or  incllnätion  fö  enger, 
in  the  remötefl  receffes  of  itiy  heärt-*-if  then 
I had  faid  tö  iny  fervant,  in  a fnlld  accentj 
“ It  feems  yoü  häve  had  a little  accident ! 

Well ! well ! I do  not  think  it  will  be  of 
“ tonfequence,  and  if  you  fhould  häve  da- 
**  rtiaged  itiy  papers,  I will  not  fcold  yöu, 
**  Kitty ; I know  you  did  not  do  it  defign- 
**  edly,  and  yoü  will  be  more  careful  ih  fu- 
**  ture.”  O God ! how  öäfy  fhould  I be  now ! 
hoW  many  vexatiöns  could  I have  avoided  I 
with  how  much  pleafure  would  the  holy 
angels — would  Jefus  Chrift  have  lOöked  üpon 

i 

me  l how  much  fliould  I have  been  improVed 
by  a fingle  viftory  of  thät  kind ! what  'a 
ftrength  fliould  I have  acquired  againft  any 
future  trial ! and  what  an  example  could  I 
have  fet ! 


Thefe 
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Thefe  refle£tions  make  the  deepeft  and 
moft  efficacious  impreflion  upon  my  heart, 
and  overwhelni  me  with  forrow  and  grief— 

0 God,  in  whom  I live  and  move,  and  have 
my  being,  keep  this  idea  alive  in  my  foul — 
arm  my  heart  with  thefe  fenfations  againft  all- 
attacks  of  temptations,  and  of  my  paflions. 

1 deferve  the  additional  humiliation  fo  vex- 
atious  to  my  vanity — to  make  a drawing  of 
that  fatal  fcene,  to  put  it  up  as  an  ever 
prefent  monrtor. 

* ' ^ ^ -3^ 


JANUARY  the  Twenty-fourth. 

I AWOKE  at  fix  o’clock,  my  mind  being 
ßill  occupied  with  the  idea  of  the  fault  I 
had  committed  yefterday ; and  tolTed  myfelf 

P 2 to 


ZIZ 


JOURNAL  OF  A 


to  and  fro  in  my  bed,  tormented  by  uneafi- 
nefs,  fhame,  anxiety,  and  fear  of  myfelf.  I 
began  to  weep  gently,  and  a loud  groan 
flole  from  my  breaft ; at  length  I began  to 
pray,-and  becpme  eafier  and  more  ferene. 
My  -wife.  comforted  me,  praying  with.  me 
the  hymn : ^ ' 

<*  O Lord  how  boundlefs  is  thy  mercy!”&c.  &c.  &c. 

. . • . i 

I almofl;  melted  in  tears  when  we  came  to 
the  words : 

O Saviour  that  I equalied  thec  in  meeknefs ! 

“ But  I confefs  my  guilty  weakncfs, 

“ Confefs  that  wild  unbridled  pafllon,  • 

Stains  but  too  frequently  my  mind ; 

“ Makes  me  to  every  chriftian  virtue,  blind.’^ 

I took  the  refolution  to  remain  the  whole 
morning  in  private,  and  to  refle£l,  as  much 
as  poffible,  upoii  myfelf.  Having  drank  tea, 
I walked  up  and  down  the  room,  and  recalled 
to  my  mind  the  image  of  mycrucified  Saviour, 

wheh 
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when  he  exclaimed  : “ Father  ! forgive  them\ 

I 

for  they  know  not  what  tliey  doF 
I fat  myfelf  down,  and  began  to  draw  2, 
defign  of  that  fituation,  as  well-as  I could. 

Good  God ! what  fenfations  thriHed  my 
foul,  while  I was  doing  it  !~Unutterable 
pains,  the  moft  provoking  infults,  and  a ma-- 
lice  never  equalled,  could  not  difturb  thy 
equanimity,  thou  eternal  love  in*  human 
fliape ! did  not  animate  thee  with  refent- 
ment  i No ! with  pity ! I take  hold  of  thy 
crofs,  and  adore  thee — Give  me  thy  fpirit, 
and  I thall  bepome  thy  difciple  ! (/). 


(/)  The  Editor  has  been  obllged  to  leavc  out  the  iecond 
pjrt  of  the  obfcrvations  of  this  day. 

^ n ^ 
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JANUARY  the  Twenty-fifth. 

HA  Ving  not  much  to  do  to*day,  I will 
make  fome  obfervations  which  may  ferve  to 
improve  my  virtue,  and  to  produce  pious  len» 
timents  in  my  heart. 

I read  the  twenty-fifth  chapter  of  St.  Mat- 
thew with  filent  attention,  much  emotion, 
and  fincere  edification. 

I cannot  comprehend  entirely  the  parable 
of  the  ten  virgins ; at  moft,  the  chief  pur- 
port  of  it, — What  may  it  mean:  all  of  tkem 
kave  been  aßeep  f the  wife  virgins  too — Go  ye 
rather  to  them  that  feil — This  too  I do  not 
comprehend.  I know  very  well  that  one 
ought  not  to  lay  a particular  ftreft  on  every 
individual  part  of  a parable ; however,  the 
wifdom  of  our  heavenly  inftruftor  intitles  me 
to  expe£t  that  every  head  part  of  the  para-  - 

ble 
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ble  muft  relate  to  fomething,  .Shpuld,  per- 
haps,  this  parabje  be  a kind  of  prophecy, 
the  meaning  of  whicb  will  be  cleared  up 
either  during  the  corapletion  of  it,  or  after- 
wards  ? 

% 

Wßtchi  thereforeyfor  ye  know  neither  the  day^ 
nor  tM  houTy  wherein  the  fon  cf  mßu  comefh.  Q 
God  l graut  that  I always  may  be  ready  tp 
appear  befere  //;^^^Stop,  O my  fopl ! and 
refleö  upon  the  important  words:  befere  theß 
- — before  thee,  niy  Fatherr—my  Creater—rnty 


(i)  If  we  look  upon  this  parable  as  a pxophccy  of  the 
liege  and  fall  of  Jcrufalemj  and  the  different  behaviour  of 
the  Chriftiaas  and  Jews,  the  former  of  whom  properly 
may  be  called  nvi/e,  in  oppofition  to  the  latter,  the  doubts 
of  the  Author  can  eafily  be  cleared  up.  Both  paities  Bept ; 
or  (which  is  the  fame)  had  no  idea  that  the  Romans 
would  be  able  to  take  a town  fo  ftrongly  fortified,  and 
garrifoned  with  an  immenfe  number  of  defenders>  far  fu« 
perior  to  that  of  the  befiegers;  tili  they  were  roufed  front 
their  fecurity  by  the  encreafing  danger. 
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Jüdgel  ^ndi — my  Redeemer,  who  only  has  imrnor^ 
talityy  dwelling  ih  the  light  whick  no  man  caii 
approäch  iinto  j'  whorn  nö  man  has ßen^  nor  can 
fee,  - - 

* ♦ * , 

IV ?//  done,  tkou  \ood  and  faithful  fervant ; 

thou  haß  been  faithfid  over  a few  things^  I will 

' ’ ( ' 

make  thee  ruler  over  many  tkings,  enter  thöu  into 
the joy  qf  thy  Lord!- — How  important ! how 
unfpeakabJy  comfortirig  ! to  be  pronounced 
by  God,  good  and  faithful  1 by  him  whofe 
judgmgnt  alone  is  juft — -faithful  over  a few 
things — procures  dominion  over,  and poßeßon  of 
many  things. — Chriti  will  make  the  faithful 
ruler  over  many  things ! will,  cgnfequently, 
pronounce  him  worthy,  and  capable  6f  faking 
care  of  a great  part.^of,  the  concerns  of  his 
kingdom  in  the  next  world — he  fliall  parti- 
cipate  of  the  jöy  of  his  Malier. 

. Thou  wicked  and  ßothful  fervant ! thou 

knoiveß 
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knoweß  that  hreaped  wkere  I fowed  ?iot,  and 

gather  wJiere  I have  not ßrewed  l^YLow  many 

men  defame  the  goodnefs  of  God,  and  yet 

are  not  afraid  to  bid  defiance  to  a God,  and 

wilfully  to  tranfgrefs  the  lawß  of  a God,' 

whom  they  think  to  be  too  hard  and  rigour- 

ous ! ' , „ , 

* * * ^ * 

\ . f ^ 

, . Unto  every  07ie  that  has  ßiall  be  giveuy  and  he 
ßiall  have  abundancey  but  fr om  him  that  has  710t, 
ßiall  be  taken  away^  even  that  which  he  has. 

The  truth  .of  this  fentence  is  implied  in 
the  nature  of  the  fubjeft.  We  poffefs  fome- 
thing  only  if  we  make  a proper  ufe  of  it  ^ if 
I make  no  ufe  of  the  fmall  light  which  God 
has  given  me,  it  foon  will  extinguifli  en^ 
tirely.  Nqn-ufe  is  certain  lofs. 

****** 
fVhen  the  fon  of  man  ßiall  come  in  kis  glory, 
and  all  the  holy  angels  with  himy  then  he  ßiall  ßt 

lipon 
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lipon  ihe  throne  of  his  glory ; (md  before  hm  ßall 
be  gathered  all  nations : and  he  ßall  feparate 
them  one  from  amther^  as  a ßiepherd  dividetkhh 
ßeefi  from  the  goats.  If  future  falvation  would 
be  defirable,  and  future  damnation  dreadful, 
for  no  other  reafon  they  certainly  would  be 
fo  on  account  of  that  feparation  ! — What  a 
heaven  where  there  are  none  but  good  men  1 
what  a hell  where  there  are  none  but  vil- 
lains!  How  infinitely  muft  this  feparation 
and  aflbciation  multiply  the  happinefs  of  the 
former,  and  the  defpair  of  the  latter  ! 

' * * ♦ * * 

Come,  ye  blejfed  of  my  Father,  inherit  the  king~ 
dom  prepared  for  you  ßom  the  foundation  of  the 
World! — What  a kingdom,  the  glory  of 
which  has  been  founded  from  all  eternity  by 
the  Infinite— and  muft  encreafe,  and  come 

to  its  maturity,  by  divine  inflitutiwis,  which 

have 

\ ' 
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have  been  carried  on  through  many  thou- 
fand  years  ! 

I was  an  hungred,  and  ye  gave  me  meat-r^ 
Here  I cannot  reftraln  the  ftarting  tear— — > 
Jefus  Chriftl  I a poor  reptile,  can  feed 
thee  I Thee,  who  art  the  fource  of  all  nou- 
rifliment,  and  the  foimtain  of  life  I — O if  I 
did  but  belle ve  this;  always  believe  it!  what 
a different  fhape  would  then  my  charities  af- 
fume  ! If  a king  went  about  begging,  with- 
out  being  known,  and  I had  certain  inteJ- 
ligence  that  1 beheld  a king  before  me,  how 
would  I treat  him,  although  I fhould  be  de- 
firous,  or  obliged  to  conceal  my  knowledge 
of  bis  being  a king ! Alas ! I will  confefs 
that  I feldom  believe,  faithfully  believe,  what 
Jefus  Chriil  fays:  Ferilgy  I fay  unio  yoUy  inaf- 
muck  as  ye  have  done  it  mto  one  of  the  leaß  of 
ihefe  my  brethreny  ye  have  done  it  mto  me ! 
Ferily,  I fay  mto  yoUy  inafmuch  as  ye  did  it 


not 
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not  ta  one  of  ike  leaß  qf  theje,  ye  did  it  not  io 
me. 

- -The  fole  omißon  of  chäritable  deeds  caüfes 
the  dreadfui  fentence : Depart  from  me,  ye 
atrfedy  into  everlafiing  fire,  prepared  for  the 
devil  and  his  angels.  Who  will  be  able  to 
aflbciate  with  the  affembly'of  the  enemies  to 
God,  truth,  virtue,  happinefs,  and  the  human 
race,  without  being  utterly  miferable?  O 
God  ! have  mercy  on  me  ! Even  thofe  who 
only  have  neglefted  being  charitable,_/i5Ä//^o 
into  everlafiing  punijkment ; but  the  right eous  into 
life  eternal.  Right eoufnefs,  that  is,  loving  Chrifi 
in  his  members,  and  life  everlafiing,  are  rnate- 
rially  connßBed  - - ' - ’- 


(/)  The  Editor  muft  omit  the  rcmaindcr  of  this  day’s 
Journal. 
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JANUARY  the  Twenty-fixth. 

I READ  the  three  firft  chapters  of  St 

Mark;  and  chofe  for  the  fentiment  of  this 
> 

day,  the  words : They  that  are  whole  have  no 
need  of  the  -phyfidan,  but  they  that  are  fick  : I 
came  not  to  call  the  righteous,  but  finners  to  re- 
jientance. 

I was  occupied  all  the  morning ; yet  I 
remained  tranquil,  and  almoft  conftantly  fe- 
rene,  fome  little  in  ward  emotlons  excepted. 

I difpatched  my  dinner,  perufed  my  rules^ 
bluflied  at  my  negligence,  giddlnefs,  and 
inconftancy,  and  prayed  with  no  fmall  con- 
fidence. — I was  occupied  with  writlng  fome 
letters  tili  near  four  o’clock.  I could  intro- 
duce  fome  good  ideas,  which  occurred  to 
my  mind,  in  a very  natural  manner ; I thanked 

God 
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God  wjiile  I was  writing,  and  fighed  to  him 
to  make  them,  by  bis  power,  efficacious  in 
the  hearts  of  my  friends. — Emotions  of  va- 
nity  were  feveral  times  rifing  within  me  j I 
repelied  th'em  with  pungent  fliame  and  fcorn- 
ful  pride,  and  conquered  them  courageoufly, 
without  liftening  to  their  enchanting  voice. 

I was  quite  alone  in  the  evening,  and  feit  ^ 
fome  inclination  to  devotion.  I began  to 
hng  the  hymns  : ^ 

**  How  often  does  thy  heart  complain,”  &c.  &c.  &c, 

“ When  once  the  trials  of  this  life,**  2cc.  &c.  &c, 

My  mind  was  very  much  affe£led,  and  my 
hlent  joy  rofe  by  degrees  to  a real  raptnre, 
— One  tear  of  joy  followed  the  other ; I be- 
came  fo  unfpeakably  happy,  that  i Eink 
down  upon  my  face,  forgetting  every  thing 
around  me,  and  feeling  only  the  prefence  of 
God.  I was  fenfible  of  my  great  weaknefs, 
my  want  of  merit,  my  nothing — and,  O God ! 

how 
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Ilow  unfpeakably  did  I perceive  thy  great* 
ftefs,  thou  fouTce  of  life  !-*-^God,  all  in  all!  I 
prayed  with  a fervour  fo  powefful,  penetrat- 
ing,  and  confiding  in  God,  with  fuch  ä 
humility,  devotion,  warmth,  and  joyfiilnefs, 
that  I fancied  to  be  tranflated  to  a new  and 
better  world.  Several  do£trines  and  paf- 
fages  of  the  Gofpel  made  an  inutterable 
impreflion  upon  me ; but  I was  particularly 
ftruck  by  the  words  ; in  him  we  live  and  move, 
mid  have  our  hing.  Here>  here  where  I am 

t 

praying,  the  infinite  God  is  prefent!  My 
Creator  (O,  what  ftrong  and  powerful  fenfa- 
tions  roufes  this  word : Creator,  within  my 
breaft !)  my  Creator  is  here— ^the  fpirit  of  fpi*- 
rits>  who  lives  from  eternity  to  eternity— 
the  creator  of  all  the  numberlefs  worlds— 
He  who  converfed  with  Mofes  and  Abra- 
ham, and  Ifaiab,  with  St.  Paul,  and  John, 
the  Father  of  all— He  whofe  breath  I am-*** 
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my — my  Creator  l — O!  how  niany  thoufan?! 

times  have  I forgot  thee  (thou  Father  in 

concealment  1 Omniprefent ! Invifible ! - 

My  prayers  encompafled  all  human-kind — 

all  the  inmates  of  my  houfe,'friends,  fellow-r 

citizens,  enemies,  all  Chriftians,  all  the  in- 

habitants  of  the  earth  were  the  objefts  of  it; 

I penetrated  to  the  moft  diftant  feas — ^into 

the  deepeft  mines — dungeons — I included 

the  whole  human  race — prefent  and  future 

\ 

times  and  nations — infants  in  their  mothers 
womb — deceafed — damned — yea — Satan 
himfelf.  I prayed  for  all  to  the  Infinite,  who 
is  prefent  every  where  j prayed  with  the  moft 
affeüionate  love,  and  with  the  deepeft  fenfe 
of  my  nothingnefs,  fliedding  a ftream  of 
melting  tears  of  love  and  joy — I fupplicated 

him  to  have  mercy  on  all  in  all  eternity 

Thou  art  love — ^yes,  thou  art  love — and 
“ thou  haft  extended  thy  mercy  to  the  moft 

“ unwörthy 
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“ imworthy  of  all — Father  of  all ! Creator 
“ of  all ! Love — eternal  love  ! extend  foon 
“ thy  merey  to  all !”  This,  and  far  inore 
than  I can  defcribe,  I feit — but  then  I was 
alfo  repeatedly  feized  with  a fecret  dread, 
and  an  obfcure  apprehenfion,  that  this  happy 
fituation  of  mind  vvould  foon  pafs  away,  and 
that  I fhould  relapfe  again  into  my  formcr 
infenfibility. 

This  too  forced  fervent  fighs  to  God  from 
iny  bofom,  and  I befought  him  with  tears, 
always  to  keep  me  firm  in  fentiments,  which 
will  enable  me  to  look  joyfully  back  on  this 
hour.  I am  well  aware,-  that  if  I fliould 
communicate  this  happy  fituation  to  any  ,per* 
fon,  the  firfl;  word,  or  the  firft  look,  of  him 
to  whom  I fhould  relate  it,  would  not  be 
very  propitious  to  me.  That  look  would, 
perhaps,  accufe  me  of  fanaticifm  j I know, 
however,  that  my  heart  and  underflanding 

VoL,  I.  Q 
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are  equally  far  remote  from  fanaticifm. 
Lively  fentiments  of  truth,  or  fentiments 
which  the  pureft  and  cooleft  reafon  would 
find  conform  to  truth,  although  they  fliould 
not  be  under  our  controul,  cannot  be  fanatic 
or  fufpefted. 

It  is  impoffible  tbat  I ever  could  be  too 
humble,  ör  too  joyRil,  when  contemplaüng 
the  infinite  love  of  God.  Chrifi;  entertains 
fuch  fentiments  towards  me,  he  has  done  for 
me  things  fo  infinitely  great,  that  even  the 
moft  fervent  adoration,  and  the  moft  fervent 
reciprocal  love,  never  can  be  compared  with 
it. — The  cooleft  reafon  will  always  find  dif- 
proportions  between  the  love  of  Chrift  and 
ours.  The  chief  point  is,  as  far  as  I can  fee 
in  the  prefence  of  God,  that  our  feelings  be 
founded  on  truth. 

I know  the  nature  of  my  foul,  as  little  as 
the  manner  in  which  the  oraniprefent  God- 

head 
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head  can  influence  fpirits.  If  it  be  the  will 
of  God  that  I fhall  look  upon  a fentiment  as 
bis  immediate  work,  he  certainly  will  diftin- 
guifh  it  fufficiently  from  all  fentiments  which 
may  arife  in  a natural  way.  Suffice  it,  that 
every  fentiment  conform  to  truth,  which 
carries  me  nearer  to  the  conne£lion  with 
God  in  which  Chrift  has  placed  me,  muft 
originate  in  fome  manner  or  other  from  God, 
the  fource  of  all  that  is  good.  He  alone  is 
the  only  author  of  fuch  fentiments — and  I 
can  never  perfuade  myfelf,  that  when  I am 
fenfible  of  my  weaknefs,  of  my  nothingnefs,  - 
the  omniprefence,  the  all-fufficiency  of  God, 
and  the  infinite  mercy  of  Chrifi:,  when  I am 
fenfible  of  all  this  in  profound  adoration,  and 
amid  tears  of  joy,  and  feem  almofl;  to  be 
melted  by  thefe  feelings,  that  this  be  fanati- 
cifm,  delufion  of  fancy,  or  fomething  blame- 
able.  Düring  < all  the  time  I am  indulging 

Q 2 thefe 
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thefe  Feelings,  I am  in  a fituation  in  whicb 
it  is  impoffible  I fliould  difpleafe  God.  1 
muft  only  take  care  not  to  look  upon  that 
happy  fituation,  as  a fymptom  of_my  being 
in  a ftate  of  grace  j that  is,  as  a proof  of  my 
perfonal  and  conftant  capacity  to  be  exalted 

to  the  heavenly  communion  with  God. 

Althoiigh  that  fituation  fliould  be  ever  fo 
good,  fo  fublime  and  God-Iike,  yet  it  would 
contribute  to  my  condemnation,  if  it  lliould 
not  make  me  more  virtuous,  honefl,  aftive, 
and  humble  in  my  behaviour,  &c.  &:c.  &c. 
in  the  fame  degree  as  a virtuous  a6lion  does, 
indeed,  not  ceafe  being  a good  deed,  ab 
though  I fhould  again  tranfgrefsj  but,  never- 
thelefs,  Is  Infufficient  by  itfelfto  promote  my 
fahatioKy  If  not  new  aftions,  flowing  from 
the  pureft  fources,  conftantly  fucceed  it. 

I thank  God,  with  fincere  affeflion,  for 
the  unfpeakable  merey  he  has  to-day  granted 

to 
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to  rae,  themoft  unworthy  of  his  fubjefts,  and 
have  not  the  leaft  doubt  that  tbis  fenfe,  fo 
conforraable  to  truth,  Is  his  work,  fome  how 
or  other  3 I will  pray  to  bim  to  preferve  it 
within  my  heart,  as  mucb  as  tbe  nature  of 
tbings  will  allow,  and  to  render  it  a new 
fource  of  fublime  virtues — And,  in.  Order  to 
imprint  tbat  fituation  deeper  upon  my  heart, 
and  to  have  a livelier  fe:Qfe  of  its  contraft 
with  other  tboughtlefs  and  vicious  fituations, 

I will  defign  a drawing  of  it,  which  fhall  be 
a conftant  remembrancer  to  me.  ^ 

* ^ ^ ^ 


Q3. 


JANUARY 


Journal  of  a 


a3o 


JANUARY  the  Twenty*.feventh. 

■ ' j 

My  Birth-Day. 

Scven  o’Clock  in  th’e  Morning, 

I KNOW  that  before  the  Eternal  all  days' 
are  alike;  how&ver,  we  mortals  ought  to 
mark  out  certaln  days,  andidedicate  them, 
in  a particular  manner,  to  certain  medita- 
tions  and  Feelings.  The  day  which  reminds 
US  of  our  birth  in  fo  natural  a manner,  de- 
ferves,  without  doubt,  to  be  celebrated  in 
that  moral  and  chriftian  manner.  In  that 

4 

light  I have  viewed  it  thefe  twelve  years.  It 
has  had  long  ago  fomething  very  animating 
and  folemn  for  me.  The  farther  I advanced 
in  life,  the  more  important  and  folemn  it 
appeared  to  me.  With*every  return  of  that 

day 
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day  I feit,  in  a more  lively  manner,  the  bre- 
vity  and  fleetnefs  of  my  life ; with  every 
return  I learned  to  know  myfelf  better  ; be- 
came  more  fenfible  of  the  high  degree  of. 
my  weaknefs  and  failings,  the  depth  of  my 
moral  corruption,  and,  at  the  fame  time,  of 
the  indifpenfable  neceffity  of  attalning  a 
higher  degree  of  fandfity ; and  yet — O ! what 
a'  humiliating  and,  neverthelefs,  but  too 
true  idea — I always  remained  the  fame  to 
this  prefent  day,  which  is  my  thirty-third 
birth-day.  Thirty-two  years  of  a life,  which, 
at  moft,  may  laft  feventy  or  eighty  years — 
perhaps  may  clofe  to-day — Thirty-two  years 
are  fled  for  ever  with  the  prefent  day ! My 
life  may  laft  only  a day  longer,  or  be  con- 
tinued  to  the  higheft  degree  of  eighty  years  j 
yet  it  is  certain,  but  too  certain,  that  more 
than  a third  part  of  it  is  irrevocably  paft  for 
ever. 
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And  how  quick,  how  almoft  incompre- 
henfibly  quick  has  it  paft  away ! Will  the 
days  or  years,  which  I yet  have  to  live,  pafs 
away  with  lefs  fleetnefs?  Will  their  duration 
feem  longer  to  me  than  the  fame  number  of 
days  and  years  which  I have  lived  already  ? 
— According  to  my  experience  and  feelings, 
much  quicker  and  fhorter — More  occupa- 
tions,  relations,  and  conne£tions,&c.  &c.&c. 
will  make  my  future  days  appear  to  me 
fhorter  and  fleeter  than  thofe  that  are  paft. 
On  every  journey,  in  every  new  fituation  of 
life,  and  in  every  occupation,  I have  ob- 
ferved  that  the  fecond  part  feemed  ftiorter 
to  me  than  the  firft,  and  the  third  ftiorter 
than  the  fecond — All  the  young  people  I 
interrogate  about  it  teil  me,  unanimoufly, 
that  every  year  feems  ftiorter  to  them  than 
the  preceding  one. 

Two-and  thirty  years  ftiall  I have  clofed 

with 
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witli  this  day  ; two-and-thirty  years  of  a life 
which  has  been  allotted  to  me,  as  well  on 
account  of  myfelf,  as  vvith  rcfpe£l  to  another 
better  and  longer  life ; of  a life  which  is 
mothing  elfe  but  an  apprenticefliip,  a time 
of  education  and  prepatation,  the'  feed  time 
for  an  eternal,  endlefs  life.  Two-and-tl  irty 
years  which  were  to  be  dedicated  to  thee  my 
Creator,  Father,  and  Redeemer — that  is,  tO' 
my  own  eternal  and  true  happinefs,  and  that 
of  my  fellow-creatures — are  now  pail  away 
— and  at  laß  I muß  confefs,  voluntarily  or 
not,  others  may  think  of  me  whatever  they 
chufe ; if  I will  fpeak  the  truth,  I muß 
confefs  with  fliarae  that,  at  bottom,  I am 
ßill  the  fame  ungodly  corrupted  being,  I am 
fenfible  I have  been  in  the  beginning  of  my 
rational  life  ■,  the  fight  of  wliich  has  made 
me  blußi  fo  often,  has  forced  fo  many  bitter 
tears  from  my  eyes,  fo  many,  and  as  I flatter 

mvfelf, 
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myfelf,  fincere  fighs  from  my  breafl;,  and 
which  I have  bemoaned  and  detefted  fo  fre- 

• r • ' 

quently,  and  fo  ftrongly.  I will  not  conceab 
from  myfelf  that  my  charafter,  generally 
fpeaking,  has  evidently  improved.  My  ideas' 
have  been  enlarged  in  many  branches  of 
kriowledge — tbe  exterior  of  my  deportment 
may,  in  general,  have  a more  ferious,  fedate, 
and  wife  appearance  ; I will  alfo  not  con- 
ceal  from  myfelf,  that  within  thefe  laft  nine 
or  ten  years,  I have  done  a great  deal  of 
good  with  a laudable  Intention,  and  fre- 
quently  with  humility  and  fimplicity,  with 
joy  and  zeal  before  God  through  Jefus 
Chrift. — O God  1 thefe  tears  which  are  fiow- 
ing  down  my  cheeks,  are  witneffes  of  my 
adoring  gratitude  for  every  good  and  pious 
fenfation  which  thoii  haft  worked  in  me — 
yet,  for  all  that,  I dare  not  conceal  from 
myfelf,  that  I am  neverthelefs,  at  bottom, 

the 
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the  fäme  finful,  corrupted,  and  ungodly 
being  j thofe  fins  which  arlfe  from  my  tem- 
per,  weaknefs,  lazinefs,  fenfuality,  are  ftill 
in  full  power,  and,  at  moft,  prevented  from 
breaking  out  openly  by  external  and  human 
political  reafons.  Ambition,  vanity,  anger, 
falfe  fliame,  and  frequently  (who  vvould 
think  it)  a fegret  dißoneßy,  which,  however, 
I am  very  fenfible  of,  and  rebeljion  againft 
the  voice  of  my  confcience— have  ftill  a very 
powerful  fway  over  me. 

No ! ye  do  not  occupy  and  animate  my 
foul ! Days  and  weeks  pafs,  while,  notwith- 
ftanding  all  my  endeavours  to  promote  the 
honour  of  God,  and  the  happinefs  of  human 
fociety — I do  not  continue  for  an  hour  to 
feel  only  Juck  a real  love  for  God,  and  my 
fellow-creatures,  as  I frequently  feel  for 
whole  hours  and  days  for  my  wife,  and,  at 
prefent,  for  my  deceafed  friend.  I am  fo 

certain. 
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certain,  and  feel  it  as  ftrongly  as  ever  I can 
feel  anv  thin?  in  the  world,  that  thefe  fen- 
timents  are  by  far  not  fuling  in  my  foul ; 
and  although  the  whole  world  fiiould  fay 
that  thefe  fehtiments  prevail  in  my  foul,  yet 
my  hcart  does  not  teil  me  fo.  My  heart 
condemns  me ; and  the  praife  of  a whole 
world  is  nothing  to  me  while  my  heart  con-  , 
demns  rae.  I alfo  fee,  I perceive  and  know 
to  the  higheft  degree  of  certainty,  that  a re- 
form  of  my  heart  will  not  be  the  v/ork  of  a 
moment ; not  of  a day,  or  a week.  I am 
rery  fenfible  how  difficult  it  is  to  become 
mafter  of  one’s  paflions,  habits,  iriclinations, 
or  averfions ; in  fhort,  mafler  of  ones  Jelf. 

And  yet  this  is  the  great  talk  I am  charged 
with ; and  it  muft  abfolutely  be  performed, 
if  my  hope  of  eternal  happinefs  fliall  not  be 
founded  on  a fandy  bottom.  If  I will  be 
Chrill’s,  I muft  have  crucified  the  flelh  with 

the 
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the  affeftions  and  lufts.  O ! my  G od  1 my 
Creator ! I befeech  thee,  aut^or  of  my  life, 
my  fou],  and  of  all  my  abilnies ! Father  of 
Jefus  Chrift,  who  art  alfo  my  Father — I pro- 
ftrate  myfelf  before  thee,  befeeching  thee  to 
animate  my  indolent  heart  on  this  important 
and  ever  memorable  day,  that  I may  watcli 
over  myfelf  with  new  zeal,  and,  alTifted  by 
thee,  may  work  my  Own  iraprovement,  and 
my  real  and  eternal  happin efs ! Animate  my 
foul,  that  I may  love  thee,  love  thee  above 
all  things  in  this  worid  which  are  dear  to 
me ! that  I may.  love  nothing  but  thee,  and 
every  thing  In  thee,  and  for  thy  fake  ! that 
I may  believe  thee  more  than  all  men!  that 
1 may  unite  m.yfelf  to  thee  through  Jefus 
Chrift,  thy  Son,  moft  cordially  and  holy 
aflifted  by  the  power  of  thy  omniprefent 
Holy  Ghoft,  thou  fole,  eternal,  and  inex- 

hauftible 
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hauftible  fource  of  light,  truth,  virtue,  and 
eternal  life ! 

Thou,  O moft  merciful  being  of  beings, 
haft  granted  me  temporal  Ufe  without  my 
prayers ; fliouldft  thou  be  able  to  refufe  me 
the  life  divine,  the  life  of  the  foul,  confifting 
in  the  knowledge  of  truth,  and  the  pra£lice 
of  virtue — if  I pray  to  thee  with  the  moft 
fervent  ardour  ? — But,  alas ! I have  already 
befought  thee  fo  frequently  to  grant  me  this 
prayer,  particularly  on  my  birth-day — and 
yeti  am  ftill  the  fame  ! — Alas!  all  the  apart- 
ments  of  my  houfe,  and  particularly  this 
fpot,  where  in  thy  prefence  I now  am  writ- 
ing  down,  with  trembling  and  fliame,  my 
feeble  fenfations  witnefs  againft  me ! how 
many  vows  have  I made  here  and  there  ! — ■ 
and  yet,  alas  ! I am  ftill  the  fame.  To-day 
I muft  ftill  exclaim  and  figh  with  agony  and 
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fliame,  as  I have  done  five,  ten,  fifteen  years 
ago  : who  ßiall  deliver  me  from  the  body  cf  tJih 
death  ?' 

I feel  myfelf  weaker  than  ever ; I know 
and  am  very  fenfible  that  I cannot  fave  my- 
felf, and  yet  I muft  be  faved.  Who  can 
fave  me,  but  thou,  O Father  of  my  life  ? 
Who  can  deliver  me  from  the  dominion  of 
fm  and  death,  but  thou,  through  Jefus 
Chrift?  O Father,  who  haft  formed  me  in 
my  mother’s  womb,  who  haft  animated  m^ 
with  thy  immortal  breath — O my  Father, 
who  haft  guided  me  with  unfpeakable  love, 
from  the  firft  moment  of  my  life  tili  now ; 
dare  I doubt  that  thou  wilt  grant  my  prayer, 
if  I implore  thee  for  nothing  but  faitk  and 
lovsy  for  nothing  but  the  Holy  Ghoft. 


Alas ! 
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Six  o’Clock,  P.  M. 

Alas  1 ihe  more  I refle£l  upon  myfelf,  and 
my  life,  tbe  more  do  I perceive  how  defti- 
tute  I am  of  thc  true  fentiments  of  a Chrif- 
tian  l Alasl  this  day  will  foon  be  clofed, 
and  I have  not  yet  been  able  to  commune 
properly  witb  myrelf— and  only  a few  mo« 
ments  are  left  me  which  I can  devote  to 
ferlous  meditation.  O ! my  God ! let  not 
tbis  day  pafs  away,  before  I perceive  witbin 
me  a new  lively  defire  of  uniting  myfelf 
truly  and  firmly  witb  tbee ; but  grant  me  an 
animation  wbicb  exbls  not  only  in  my  ima- 
gination  and  my  blood,  but  takes  root  in 
my  foul,  and  extends  to  tbe  life  everlafting. 
O!  Fatber  of  my  life,  wbo  giveft  me  every- 
breatb  I draw,  give  me  alfo,  tbrougb  tby 
omniprefent  fpirit,  tbe  beavenly  flame  of  tbe 
new  fpiritual  life.  Convey  me,  witb  tby  all- 
. powerful 
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powerful  hand,  into  the  kingdom  of  thy  be- 
loved  fon,  which  is  not  in  word,  but  in 
powerj  which  is  righteoufnefs,  peace,  and 
joy  in  the  Holy  Ghoft ! What  I have  feit  but 
yefterday,  is  unfpeakable  adoration  of  thy 
divine  majefty  and  lovellnefs.  That  far  ex- 
tending  fenfation  of  true  fpiritual  love,  which 
encompaffes  all  mankind,  O let  it  not  dart 
tranfitorily  through  my  foul ! let  it  always 
animate  me  to  great  deeds  of  felf-denial  and 
charity!  O!  Father ! my  Ijfe  paffes  awayj 
I perceive  it ! I thank  thee,  Father,  for  thiS' 
lively,  falutary  fenfation ! This  very  fenfa^ 
tion  impels  me  to  feek  thee,  and  not  to 
negle£l  to  pray  to  thee  for  mercy — and  really 
to  obtain  mercy. 

O my  omniprefent  God ! how  I defire  to 
know  thee  better,  to  adore  thee  better,  and 
to  love  thee  with  a more  filial  affe£lion!  how 
I wifh  to  be  more  eternally  happy  in  thee, 

Vol.L  R 
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in  thee  alone ! I wifli  I could  enter  in  a 

heavenly  communion  with  thee,  before  this 

äay  is  paft  ! Yes,  tb-day,  O Fäther  of  mercy ! 

alas!  elfe  my'foul  will  find  no  reft.— O that 

this  day  might  become  one  day  öf  my  fpiri- 

tual  regeneration,  and  the  firft  day  of  a ne^, 

quite  God-like,  ahd  heavenly  life ! Alas ! 

why  can  I not  renew  the  humility  and  the 

raptures  of  adoration  which  I experienced 

yefterdäy ! I will,  howevef,  pray  to  thee  as 

well  as  I can  ; wito  every  öne  ihat  has  ßiall  he 

given. — O Father  ! who  art  above  all,  and 

through  all,  and  in  US  all,  who  art  prefent 

in  thoufand  heavens,  and  in  all  the  numbef- 
' $ 

lefs  worlds  and  funs,  diftributing  inexhaufti- 
ble  life  and  happinefs  throughout  the  whole 
immenfe  creation,  blefling  many  millions  of 
angels  and  faints  with  unfpeakable  joys, 
löolcing ‘dowii  ‘with  mercy  -upon  thoufands 
of  ‘mörtals  who  now  are ‘hailmg,  for  the  firft 

time. 
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time,  the  light  of  this  world  j fupporting 
and  relieving  with  thy  omnipotent  power, 
thoufands  who  now  are  leaving  this  wodd. 
— Yea  who  fetteft  up  as  a witnefs  of  thy 
glory,  even  the  worm  creeping  on  the  duft 
. — .'Father  of  all  fpirits  ! eternal  Father,of 
. fpirit  ! graht  me  this  day  a penetr.ating,  en- 
livening  look  of  thy  divine,  paternal  love;! 
reveal,  O reveal  thyfelf  unto  me  ! let  me 
tafte  the  ineftimable  happinefs,  but  let  me 
alfo  poffefs  it  as  a conftant  property— -/o 
ßiiji  thee  in  fpirit  and  truth  ! 

Animate,  en'liven,  cherifh,  and  ürengthen 
my  faith  in  thee,  and  in  Jefus  Ghrift  whom 
thou  haft  fent.  » - 

Behold  ! O Lord  ! I have  takeri  upon  me 
to  fpeak  unto  thee,  who  am  but  duft  and 
alhes  O condefcend  to  return  an  anfwer  tö' 
thy  creature,  the  breath  of  thy  mouth,  thy 
child,  to  a brother  of  Jefus  Chrift,  for  whom‘ 
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Chrift  has  facrificed  his  life,  to  mc,  who  ' 
without  thee,  am  an  inanimated  corpfe  ! 
grant  me  the  fpirit  of  wifdom  and  revela- 
tion,  that  I may  know  thee ; enlighten  the 
eyes  of  my  underftanding,  that  I may  Iqiow 
and  perceive  the  greatnefs  of  my  calling, 
and  my  deftination ; that  I alfo  may  perceive 
the  love  of  Chrift,  which  furpaffes  all  under- 
ftanding. 

Yes,  Father  of  my  life ! give  me  the  fpirit 
of  faith  and  love — animate  me  from  moment 
to  moment  more  powerfully,  not  to  relax  in 
the  combat  of  faith,  tili  I have  conquered 
thee  by  my  prayers  and  tears,  like  Jacob  of 
old ; tili  I am  entirely  devoted  to  thee,  and 
feel  myfelf  filled  with  all  the  fullnefs  of 
God ! 

O!  revive  me  that  I may  be  powerful  and 
fervent  to  refufcitate  others  along  with  my- 
felf, and  to  lead  them  to  the  ever  blifsful 
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communion  with  thee  j that  every  one  of 
ftiy  futLre  days  be  rieh  in  God-like  deeds, 
which  bring  forth  fruit  of  eternal  blifs, 
through  Jefus  Chrrft,  my  eyer  bleffed  Sa- 
viour>  Amen  I 

Eleven  o’Clock  at  Night. 

Now — God  be  praifed  ! I am  going  to 
ünifh  this  day — however,  I will  not  finifh 
it  before  I bave  offered  to  thee  thai>kfgiyirigs 
for  my  e;xifl:ence,  and  brought  before  thee 
once  more  the  bncereft  prayer  for  the  fpirit 
of  faith,  and  tby  faithful  pateri^al  loye.— — 
I thank  thee  for  the  firft  and  greateft  of  all 
thy  bleffings — for  my  fixiflence^  which  thou 
haft  giyen  me  through  Jefus  Chrift,  which 
thou  haft  preferved  to  this  day,  and  haft  pro- 
mifed  to  preferve  for  eyer,  as  long  as  thou 
thyfelf  fhalt  exift ! 

O ! Father ! giye  thy  blelfing,  that  I may 
R 3 enjoy 
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cnjoy  my  exiftence  for  ever  in  thy  commu- 
nioriL ! O ! there  are  moments  when  I feel 
with  tears  of  gladnefs  the  bleffings  of  my 
exiftence ; O ! that  this  happy  fenfation 
might  be  for  ever  prefent  and  a6live  in  my 
mind ! O ! Father ! this  too  is  in  thy  power ! 
open  my  heart  for  this  and  other  good  fenti- 
ments.  Lead  me  al\vays  throiigh  thy  truth 
to  virtue,  and  through  virtue  to  eternal  hap- 
pinefs.  Let  me  never  forget  that  I exift 
through  thee,  in  Order  to  be  happy  with  thee 
for  ever,  through  Jefus  Chrift.  Amen  ! 

i now  will  gö  to  bed,  and  raife  my  heart 
td  thee  fome  niönients  longer ! Have  mercy 
upon  me,  and'  give  me  the  fpirit  of  faith  and 
love,  thröügh  Jefus  Chrift.  Amen  ! 

■ -fl  , , , N 
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JANUARY  th<?  Twenty-eighth. 

MUGH  buünefs  I much  mei:cy  \—l  have 
hardly  time  to  write  my  jouma^ ; .yet  I 
Wfite  dowii  at  leaft  a few  wprd.s.^ — Lotters 
to  Mr.  and  Q5** — teti  rix  dollars  for 
hymn  books—  fealed  up,  and  fept  away. 

The  gqdfon  qf  my  deceafed  friend — of  the 
choice  of  a profeffion,  &c,  &c.  &c. 

After  dinner  a vifjt  from  Mrs.  (I  pro- 
mifed  to  recommend  her,  and  wrote  inftantly 
a note  for  that  purpofe),  afterwards  from 
Mr.  who  retumed  me  ten  rix  dollars 
which  I had  lent  him,  and  forgot.  I wanted 
to  make  him  a prefent  pf  the  money ; but 
he  refufed  to  accept  it ; ‘‘ . I could  make  a 
better  ufe  öf  jt !”  I ^yas  tempted  to  keep 
the  ten  dollars,  becaufe  I had  laid  out  that 
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fum  to  day.  I blufhed.  It  was  as  if  a mift 
were  rjfing  up  before  my  eyes.  Lord  Jefus 
' Chrlft ! preferve  me  againft  avarice. 

I hefitated  not  long!  I had  no  refl  tili 
they  were  difpofed  of.— :-God  be  praifed ! 
O ! forgive  me ! 

1 prayed;  and  then  fang  a few  bymns 
with  my  wife ; ate  a little  too  hafty  and  too 
much  at  fupper. 

* *■  # * 

' ■ JANUARY  the  Twenty-nintb. 

« 

V I ROSE  at  len gth  with  more  reluftance 
than  I ought  to  have  done.  However,  I 
roufed  myfejf  and  prayed ; but,  alas ! not 
quite  without  oppofition  fröm  my  heart ; yet 
ffi  I trembied 
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I trembled  at  it,  and  began  to  combat  it.  I 
fucceeded,  and  tears  flowed  from  my  eyes 
— tears  at  my  averfion  from  prayer-—from 
prayer  ? O,  my  Creator  ! who  bas  poifoned 
the  Work  of  thy  bands  ? Who  has  infpired 
it  with  averfion  from  thee,  amiable  Love ! 

I read  to  my  wife  the  -tw,enty-ßxth  chapter 
of  St.  Matthew;  and  chofe  for  a fentlment 
for  thjs  day,  the  words : PF 2tch  and  pray  that 
ye  enter  not  into  temptation-,  the  Jpirit  indeed  is 
Willing,  but  the  fleß  is  weak.—PVatch.  I muft 
not  be  indolent  and  drowfy.  The  fleep  of 
indolence  prevents  from  praying,  and  plunges 
into  temptation.  I ought  to  be  watchful  in 
every  refpea,  and  look  about  me,  that  no 
enemy  approach  me,  no  angel  of  Satan  in 
the  fhape  of  an  angel  of  light. 

On  a formet  reading  of  this  chapter,  I 
have  made  forae  obfervations  which,  being 
at  leifure  for  half  an  hour,  I will  write 

down, 
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down,  and  thus  imprint  indelibly  in  my 
heart.-^v.  13.  Verily  1 fay  nnto  you,  wherejo^ 
euer  this  Gofpel  ßiall  be  preached  in  the  whole 
World,  ther&ßiall  alfo  this  that  this  wonian  has 
done,  be  told  for  a memorial  of  her. — How 
many  pious  fentiraents,  how  many  chriftian 
deeds,  and  how  much  love  may  this  exam- 
' ple  of  tendernefs  have  occafioned,  in  think- 
ing  and  feeling  minds,  during  thefe  feven- 
teen  hundred  years.  Wkat  a reward  to  that 
pious  woman,  that,  by  the  prder  of  Jefus 
Chrift,  her  deed  w*as  recorded  and  made 
known  every  where.  How  much  blciling 
will  flie  reap  irom  \t  on  the  day  of  judg- 
mcnt ! Should  it  bc  an  improper  wilh,  that 
my  memory  might  be  bleffed  in  a fimilar 
manner  after  my  death  ? 

Thi?  paffäge  appears  alfo  to  me  a Yery 
dcciding  proof,  that  it  was  the  earneft  defire 
of  Jefus  Chrift,  that  the  moft  rcmarkable  in- 

cidents 
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cidents  of  his  hiftory  fliould  be  made  known 
to  pofterify,  and  fet  down  in  writlng,  be- 
caufe  written  accounts  are  the  fafeft,  and 
inofl;  pofitive.  Nay,  it  appears  partly  from 
thefe  words  of  Jefus  Chrift,  that  he  has 
attefted  in  a particular  manner  thofe  inci- 
jdents  which  were  to  be  recorded  for  the 
benefit  of  pofterity,  that  he,  at  leaft,  after 
his  fefnrredtion,  will  have  reminded  his  dif- 
clples  of  them  in  a particular  manner,  and 
afterwards  imprinted  them  more  ftrongly  on 
their  memory  through  his  Holy  Ghoft,  and 
affifled  them  in  writing  them  down  more 
diftinftly  than  others. 

Moreover  is  it  not  'remarkable,  that  the 
fall:  fermons  almoll  every  where  in  chriftian 
countries,  generally  begin  with  the  hiftory 
of  the  undlion  of  Jefus  Chrift,  and  of  courfe 
the  words  of  Jefus  Chrift  : Feriiy  I fay  unto 
you,  where fover  this  Gofpel ßiall  be  preached  in 

the 


JOURNAL  OF  A 


252 

the  whole  world,  there  ßiall  aljo  this  that  thh 
woman  has  done  be  told  for  a memorial  of  heYt 
are  fulfilled  in  thelr  fulleft  fenfe  («). 


W oe  unto  that  man  by  whom  the  fon  of  man  is 
hetrayed ; it  had  besn  good  for  that  man  if  he 
had  not  been  born. — Dreadful  fentence  on 
the  unhappy  traitor — and  alfo  on  me,  if  I 
fuffer  thy  enemies  to  vilify  thy  do£trine,  thy 
gofpel  j if  I crucify  thee,  as  one  may  fay,  a 
fecond  time,  by  premeditated  fins,  which 
iiiduce  others  to  degrade  and  to  diflionour 
thy  name  ! — O ! give  me  the  fpirit  of  fmce* 
rity,  my  faithful  Redeemer,  in  order  that  no 


{»)  Here  the  Author  certainly  has  been  mifled  by  his 
glowing  fancy,  which  however  does  honour  to  his  pious 
difpofition, 

T. 
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paflion  prevail  upon  me  to  commit  the  leaft 
treachery  againft  thee ! 

* * * * -iit 

Then  did  they  fpit  in  his  facCy  and  buffetted 
kim,  and  others  fmote  him  with  the  palms  of  their 
hands.  Matt.  xxvi.  v.  67.  This  is  incontefta- 
ble  truth,  O my  foul ! He  who  now  is  fitting 
Dn  the  right  hand  of  God  \ he  whom  all  the 
holy  angels  adore  j he  who  could  fay:  Be- 
•Iiold,  at  my  rebuke,  I dry  ^p  the  fea,  Imah  the 
rivers  a wildernefs  I clothe  the  heavens  with 
blacknefs,  and  make  Jackcloth  their  covering  (0), 
fulfills  the  words  of  an  ancient  prophecy ; / 
gave  my  hack  to  the  JmiterSy  *and  my  cheeks  to 
them  that  plucked  off  the  kair,  I hid  not  my  face 
fromßiame  and  fßitting. 


[o)  Ifaiah  I, 


He 
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He,  whofe  name  is  unutterable,  fuffered 
himfelf  to  be  ill  treated  In  the  moft  diame- 
ful,  agonizing,  and  difgufting  manner,  by 
the  meaneft  wretches,  and  he  was  filent ; no 
Täy  of  his  omnipotence  druck  his  creatures 
dead.  He  concealed  the  power  which  created 
nvorlds. 

What  feelings,  what  combinations  of  Feel- 
ings, fuffice  to  adore  in  a proper  manner  the 
greatnefs  of  that  divine  virtue?— I fliould  be 
"writing  whole  days  and  nights  if  I were  to 
commit  to  paper  all  my  feelings  (and  how 
■weak,  how  unadequate  are  they  if  compared 
with what  they  ought  tobe !)  which  this  fcene 
has  procreated  withln  me  ! — • Jefus  Chrift  ! 
Lord  Jefus  Chrift  ! let  mymind  be  raifed  in 
adoration  to  thee  j let  me  be  fenftble  of  thy 
prefence  when  any  thing  in  the  world  thall 
öfter  to  excite  my  anger,  and  to  ftir  up  my 
paflions  1 — What  an  excellent  and  fimple 

commentary 
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commentary  on  the  command:  I fdy  mto  you, 
that  ye  reßß  not  evil\  but  whofoeverßall  jmife 
thee  on  thy  right  cheek,  turn  -to  'htm  the  other 
■alfo. — How  mean,  how  alienated  from  the 
-fenfe  of  true  greatnefs  do  all  thefe  appear  to 
me  who  can  difpute,  after  the  leiigth  and 
the  breadtb,  our  duty  to  interpi^et  this  com- 
mandment  litefally !— — But  how  mean  muft: 
I appear  to  myfelf,  when  I confider  that'^I 
•am  of  that  opinion,  and  yet — O Jefus  Chrift ! 
how  am  I covered  with  fhame ! — am  fo  angry, 
fo  enraged,  and  fo  inclined  to  revenge,  when 
the  fmalleft  offenee,  an  a6t  bf  imprudence  or 
'heedleffnefs,  has  been  committed  againfi;  me 


. Three  o’Clock,  Afternoon. 

It  came  into  my  mind  to  read  once  more, 

The 


25^  JOURNAL  OF  A 

"The  Sentiments  of  a Chrißian  [p).  I read  this 
book,  without  making  a dop,  from  the  de- 
dication  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Sack  to  the  end. 
What  may  be  the  reafon  that  it  now  and 
then  affeEled  me  fo  'little?  How  fre- 
quently,  thought  I,  is  imaginaüon  miflaken 
for  feeling ! Imagination,  which,  perhaps, 
has  no  other  merit  but  that  of  combining 
fafliionable  words,  and  pi6tures  of  the  times, 
with  a few  new  ideas  and  half  fentences ! 
—This  made  me  tremble  at  the  author,  or 
rather  at  human  nature,  If  thefe  thhigs  are  ^ 
done  in  a green  tree,  what  fliall  be  done  in 

the  dry  ? Do]  not  confide  too  much 

*in  thyfelf,  my  heart  ! Beware  of  pride  j 
tremble  at  thy  danger.  IFatch  and  pray — 
fajs  the  fentiment  1 have  chofen  this  day : 


{p)  A performance  of  the  ceicbrated  Wieland. 

T. 


' that 


t 
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that  thoH  entereß  not  into  tempation.-—Let  him 
that  thinketh  he  ßandeth,  take  heed  leß  he 
.fall; 


Twelve  years  agcr  this  celebrated  author 
wrote  ^ The  greatefl:  of  thefe  favourites  of 
" näture  has  ftept  out  of  the  career  ap- 
“ pointed  to  him,  feduced  by  external  cir- 
cumftances  or  paffions,  and  an  innate  in- 
“ clination  to  excefles,  and  has  lavifhed  his 
“ geniuB,  his  enthufiafm,  and  the  tendernefs 
“ of  his  feelings,  intrufted  to  him  for  the  at- 
“ tainment  of  great  ends,  on  undefervingob- 
“ je£ts,  yea  on  chimeras-.  I am  not  fpeaking 
“ here  only  of  thofe  miferable  wretches,  who  miß 
“ pendfheirßamele/s  wit  in  celehratingthecoarfeß 
“ and  mofl  infamous  lußsy  and  thus  acquire  a 
fame,  on  account  pfwhich  even  Satan  him- 
« felf  will  not  envy  them.  f am  chiefly  fpeak- 
ing of  the  mofe  rejined  excefles  of  great 
""  poets,  who  have  exerted  their  genius  to 
• VoL.  I.  . s>  «the, 
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**  the  higheft  degree,  in  order  to  deify  un- 
“ worthy  kings,  or  blooming  damfels  ; who 
have  exerted  all  their  power,  in  order  to 
‘‘  iilteteft  our  hearts  for  immoral  heroes ; 

I 

“ iVi^ho,  with  a mean  complacency,  häve  de- 
“ meaned  themfelves  to  celebrate  fafltion- 
“ äble  prejudices,  and  to  exalt  as  great  trea- 
fures,  and  far  ’above  their  intritlfic  value, 
“ power,  wealth,  beauty,  and  whatever  has 
“ a -glofly  outfide,  tb  place  thefe  things  in  a 
falfe  light,  &c.  &c.  8ic.  Tindar  deferves 
to  be  excufed  for  having  employed,  from 
« regard  fot  the  religion  of  bis  country,  Kis 
“ great  genius  in  beautifying  the  mytholo- 
“ gy  ( 5 and,  by  doing  fo,  he  puts  to  the  blufli 


(y)  And  oor — Author,  a Chriftian,  exerts  all  his  wit 
to  paint  and  to  celebrate  what  would  make  blufh  Pindar, 
the  H<athen»  ‘ 

L. 

« many 
/ 

V 
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, manj  poets  living  among  Ghriftian.s,  who 
have  not  been  tempted  ■ by  the  true,  far 
- inore  fublime,  and  interefting  reyelation 
“ of  Gbd,  to  attempt  what  Pindar  has-  dön^e 
“ with  refpeft  to  the  traditions  of  the  appa- 
“ ritions  of  God,  and  the  feats  of  the  demi- 
gods.”  ' ; 

. Twelve  years  ago,  the  fame  celebrated 
author  wrote  : How  litt'le  can  a great  genius 

ßiow  himfelf  in  his  proper  light ^ if  there  is  no 
“ Proportion  between  his  mental  powers  and  his 
ßibjedl!  What  therefore  lliall  we  think 
‘ of  the  numerous  flocks  of  Anaereontic 
bards,  whö,  eyer  fince  a great  wit  has 
made  a but  too  fuccefsful  beginning, 
ftriveto  proceed  in  the  fame  ftrain,  and, 
althougli  their  performances  are  far  infe- 
rior,  in  point  of  beauty,.  to  their  original, 
yet  furpafs  it  greatly  in  wantonnefs  and 
« imprudence?  What  fhall  we  think  of  thofe 

S 2 « authorS 
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“ authors  who  rival  la  Fontaine  in  point  of 
“ licentioufnefs  ; of  thofe  fanatic  adorers  of 
“ Bacchus  and  Venus,  whom  one,  if  judg- 
“ ing  from  their  fervent  devotion,  withwhich 
“ they  adore  and  celebrate  the  miferable 
idols,  fliould  think  to  be  a band  of  Epi^ 
“ curean  Heathens^  who  are  leagued  to  ridi- 
“ cule  whatevei*  is  facred  and  fublime,  and 
“ to  extirpate  entirely  the  fewreligious  feel- 
ings  which  are  lying  dormant  in  the  heart 
“ of  heedlefs  youth.” 

Twelve  years  ago,  the  author  of  The  Senti- 
ments of  a Chrißian^  of  whom  religion  and  vir- 
tue  fo  juftly  entertained  great  exp eftations, 
wrote : “ O ! how  long  fhall  we  tamely  fuf- 
“ fer  fuch  nonfenfe  to  creep  about  among 
“ Chriftians  ? Nay,  what  is  ftill  more  abo- 
“ minable,  that  it  be  publickly  taught  and 
“ defended  amongft  them  ? Or  is  it  pardon- 
able  to  be  indulgent  to  thefe  preachers  of 

“ lewdnefs 
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“ lewdnefs  and  wickednefs,  becaufe  they 
“ are  witty  ? In  my  opinion,  every  body  who 
“ does  not  think  it  an  honour  to  be  indif- 
“ ferent  to  religion,  ought  to  prefer  a thou- 
“ fand  times  the  worft  ancient  and  modern 
church  hymns  to  the  moft  charming  fong 
« of  Utz.” 

And  now  this  rigid  cenfor  of  illicentiouf- 
nefs  writes  AgathonSy  Comic  Tales,  MufarionSy 

&c.  &c.  &c. O that  I could  know  the 

fecret  turn  of  his  foul,  and  learn,  by  the  fall 
of  great  genius,  to  ftand  without  falling  my- 
felf. — O God ! who  art  his  and  my  creator  ! 
thou  canft  not  difapprove  it,  if  I bend  my 
face  before  thee  for  one  who  is  a mortal, 
and  deftined  for  immortality  like  myfelf, 
and  pray  to  thee,  with  filent  lighs,  to  have 
mercy  on  a foul  which  has  alienated  itfelf 
from  thee,  and  which  reminds  me  not  to 
wander  from  thee. — Father  ! nothing  is  impof- 

S 3 fible 
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fible  with  tJiee  ! thou  canft  reclaim' that  man 
who  once  coüld  fay : I call  to  witnefs  the 

‘^--ftars,' and-the  immortal ' fpirits,  and  fay  : 
If  ever  I alieuate  myjelf,  froni  ’tkee^  who  haß 
“ creaud  me  a rational  and  immortal  being,  if 
ever  I ceafe  to' ob ey  thee  ’cheerfully,  tken,  ye 
ßars  ! conceal  your  face  from  me,  and  ye  fera- 
“ phim  ■!  pronounce  my-heavenly  mmeno  moreV^ 


The-  prefent  day  was,  thank  God  ! one  of 
the  beft  of  this  month  ! How  tranquil,  how 
feretie  do  I now  lay  down  my  pen  and  my 
bödy  befo^  ihee,  Ol  my  God,  and  Father! 


JANUARY 
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JANUARY  the  Thirtieth. 

i ; . C 

I AROSE  in  good  time ; prayed  witb 

fineere  devotion  ; and  read  with  pleafure— 

my  YuleSi  and  the  twenty-feventh  chapter  of 

St.  Matthe w.~Dreadful  were  the  fufFerings 

which  the  Lamb  of  God'  höre  with  divine 

patience,  meeknefs,  and'love  l How  little 

atterition  do  we  pay  to  theml  hpw  little 

time'do  we-dedicate  to  the  co’ntemplation  of 

the  crofs  of  Jefus  Chrift  1 There  we  ought 

to  learn,  amongft  many  other  things,  to 

brook  and  to  fcorn  derifion.  This  is  indeed 

the  moft  difficult  facrifice  which  my  ambb 

tion  ever  can  offer- ; however,  I’  cannot  re- 
\ 

fufe  it  to  him  who  did  not  open  his  Ups! 

I chofe  to-day,  for  a fubje6l  of  my  ferious 
meditations,  the  impenetrable  words;  My 
God!  my  God‘1  why  haß  thou  forjaken  me  P 

S 4 I now 
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I now  began  to  work;  wrote  letters  to 
N***,  and  to  my  brother ; G.  H.  L.  M.  P. 

came  to  beg  me  to  give  bim  a letter  of  re- 
commendation — I faid,  I rather  would 
“ give  money,”  and,  indeed,  fo  it  js  j it  is 
very  difagreeable  to  direkt  letters  of  recom- 
mendation  to  people,  who  are  not  fo  ge- 
nerous  either  to  make  fome  allowance,  or 
to  be  charitable  without  recommendation. 
I pitied  the.honeft  man.  I was  more  firmly 
convinced  of  bis  honefty  than  I could  exr 
pe6l,  or  promife  to  convince  any  body  elfe, 
Why  then  did  fuch  a ftruggle  arife  in  my 
breaft Such  a fecret  ftrife  to  conceal  from 
myfelf,  that  I could  and  ought  to  aflift  him 
myfelf.^  I had  indeed  not  fufficient  money 
to  do  it  immediately;  however,  different 
means  which  would  make  it  eafier  and  pof- 
fible  came  to  my  mind,  nay,  even  forced 
themfelvcs  upon  me.— Books,trinkets,plate; 

thing« 


SELF-OBSERVER. 


265 

things  which  during  the  whole  year  I nevef 
made  ufe  of,  or  at  moft  only  once,  and  then 
WJthout  any  r6afonable  view. — i^ow  majiy 
things  had  I,  therefore,  by  the  fale  of  which 
I'could  extricate  the  honeft  man  from  his 
great  difficulty  !— if  I were  only  inclinedto  da 
it ! ! Thus  I fuddenly  thought  by  myfelf,  and 
God  worked  in  me  both  to  will  and  to  do  • 
" Come  again  to-morrow  ^ you  ßall  find  aßfi- 
ancer  O!  how  happy  I was  when  I had 
pronoynced  thefe  words  ! I was  certainly 
happier  than  the  honeft  man  when  he  left 
me,  how  great  foever  his  fatisfaftion  feemed 
to  be.^  I took  all  mymoneyj  changed  fome 
old  dollars,  in  order  to  make  up  the  whole 
fum ; put  the  money  in  a paper,  and  fent  it 
without  delay  to  the  place  of  its  defÜna- 
tion. 


I read 
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Sevcn  o’Clock  in  thc  Evcning, 

I read  Bafedow's  Addrefs  to  tke  Friends  of 
Mankind.  A great  and  ufeful  idea ! I ad- 
mire  the  man  ! How  lioneft,  how  wife,  how 
a6live,  how  .bold  and  enterprifing ! It  is 
true  his  theology  pleafes  nie  not  quite,'  al- 
though  I have  derived  from  it'many  ini- 
portant  ’ inftructions,  and  moft  inftru£ling 
hints.  I cannot  help  loving  that  man ; he 
inveftigates  acutely;  he  thinks  for  himfelf, 
and  is  no  blind  follower  of  others,  as  fo 
many  aro  ; he  errs  '• — fo  I think — however, 
he  is  a mortal  like  myfelf,  although  more 
learned  and  virtuous  than  I am. — God  blefs 
him ! and  guide  his  foul  to  the  fanftuary  of 
iriith ; my  foul  too,  guide,  O my  God  ! to 
truth  through  thy  word  and  fpirit — His  great 
plan  may  fucceed  or  mifcarry,  yet  the  bare 
idea  of  undertaking  a matter  of  fuch  im- 

portance 
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portance  deferves  ä mormment.  But  what 
will  a monumetit  benefit  him  ?-^Blefs  thou 
him/beft  of  Fathers,  and  pave  through  him 
a more  open  and  beaten^  path  for  better 

kftowled^  and ' truth.— After  fupper 

we  fafig'ä'fiW  ©vening  hymns  at  the  harpfi- 
chord.  ^ 


JANUARY  th’e  Thirty-firft. 

I ROSE  again  later  than  I ought  to  have 
done  ; prayed  with  little  attention  tili  the 
thought  druck  me,  that  it  wa5  the  laß  day  of 
the  month,  I read  the  mies,  and  the  lafi; 
chapter  of  St.  Matthew ; chufing  for  a fen- 
timent  for  this  day  the  wordsj  Go  yc  theve- 

fore 
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fore  and  teach  all  nations ; teaching  them  io  ab’ 
ferve  all  things.  PVhatfoever  I have  commanded- 
you,  andlol  1 am  with  you  already,  evmunto 
tke  end  of  the  world.  • • - 

Thefe  words  of  Chrifl;  are  the  firöple  key 
to  all  moral  and  religious  laws  of  our  Saviour: 
all  nations  fhould  become  difciples  of  Jefus 
Chrift;  all  fhould  keep  all  what  the  Lord  has 
commanded  his  apoftles,  &c.  &c.  &c. 


. Fivc  o’Clock,  Aftcmoon. 

O ! Is  then  alfo  the  laft  day  of  this  firft 
month  arrived  ? I will  in  thiSoftiU  evening- 
hour  fum  up  the  moral  accounts  of  my  heart, 
and  perufe  my  Journal  from  the  firft  day  of 
this  year  to  the  prefent  hour. 


O! 
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After  Six  o’Clock. 

O ! my’  God ! hoW  much  has  happened 
within  this  month  I— My  friend  ! my  friendl 
— I have  loft  thee,  and  half  and  whole  days 
are  paft,  without  my — is  it  poffible  ? — having 
thought  ä little,  or  at  all  of  him  ? — I blufli 
at  myfelf — I have  reafon  to  wifli,  that  the 
deceafed  may  know  nothing  of  it — becaufe 
I was  capable  of  forgetting  him — for  whole 
days,  fo  frequently,  and  fo  foon. 

-Indeed  I do  not  know  where  I fhall  begia 
to  accufe  and  to  reproach  myfelf! 

How  dreadfully  inconftant  and  inconfi- 
derate  have  I been ! how  fliamefullv  unlike 
myfelf ! 

How  many  good,  excellent,  and  fweet 
hours ! — But,  O God ! how  many  have  I 
mifpent,  in  an  indolent,  thoughtlefs  man* 
ner,  with  talking,  gaping,  trifling,  and 

fleeping ! 
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fleeping ! And  my  drawings ! — how  can  I 
look  at  them  ? how  compare  them  with 
each  other  ? A powerfui  warhing  ! O that  I 
always  might  lifteh  to  it  L'  No  liriothing  can 
humble  my  heartmore,  than  this  lamentable 
inconftancy ! ’<;  • ’ ‘ 

Here,  on  my  knees — yonder; . fnoring  in 
my  bed,  when  I ought  tö  have  been  awake, 
praying  and  Wotkimg.  v.  v = , 

i Here,  by  the  death-bed  of;  ah  excellent 
friend — yonder,  an  idle  hour  nnder  iihdhands 
of  the  hair-drefler— ebefdre  the  looking-glafs 

— at  a dinner — in  the  fledge."  r, 

* 

iHere,’  at  the  ccxffin  of  a deceafed.  friend, 
pironouncing  facred-.ivöws—;- Yonder,  angry 
at  a trifle,  infane  I fhould  fay — V.  A..T.  H. 
• D.  G.-^No  ! ' I 'will  write  it  plainiy  without 
ciphers,  that  I raay  .eafily  notice  it  in  nin- 
ning  over  my  Journal — ^beast  !.— fo  L have 
called  a fellow-creature,  a‘  fellow-chriftian  1 

. how 
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how  abominable  does  it  appear  to  myfelf 
now  1 — The  tongue  with  which  I have 
prayed  at  the  death-bed,  at  the  cöffin,  when 
golng  to  reft,  and  rifmg — that  very  tongue 
has  cailed  a fellow-creatute,  made  after  the 
Image  of  Gödj"a  beast  ! I.am  afraid  of 
myfelf  dare  nöt  open  my  lips,  not  lift  up 
my  eyes ! . ■ . ‘ 

It  is  true  I have  during  this  month  kamt, 
taught,  and  done  much  good ; have  been 
blelfed  with  many  pious,  hncere,  humane 
■fentiments,  and  difplayed  them  in  an  art- 
lefs  manner ! I have  inferted  almoft  all  of 
them  ; but  not  all  thofe  of  which  I ought 
to  be  alhamed  before  God,  and  my  con- 
fcience. 

Many  a thought  of  which  perhaps  my 
moft  inveterate  enemy  would  not  fufpeO; 
me,  has  darted  through  my  foul ; it  is  true, 
I abominated  them  very  foon — but,  never- 

thelefs. 
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helefs,  they  make  me  fenfible  with  terrc^r, 
how  impur6  ahct  muddy  the  bottom  of  my 
heart  ftill  is. 

My  rvles Alas  how  feldom  have  I pe- 
rufed  tliem,  and  taken  in  confideration,  as 
i had  determiiied  to  do ! How  readily  did  I 
forget  theml  How  many  a time  did  l fling 
back,  and  endeavoured  to  find  pretexts  when 
it  was  neceffary  to  take  theminto  confidera- 
tion,  as  I'ought  to  have  done. 

How  feldom  did  I mark,  at  the  clofe  of 
the  day,  the  number  of  thofe  which  I had 
not  performed  carefully ! How  much  more 
freqiiently  could  I,  particularly  in  the  day 
time,  have  prayed  and  cbnimunicated  confi- 
dently  with  God  1 

Works  of  love  and  charity'j — It  is  true  I 
have  performed  fome — and  more  than  for^ 
merly  in  two  months— however,  \ ought  to 
'have  performed  fome  of  them  with  a better 

and 
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and  purer  heart— I ought,  in  general,  to 
have  done  a greater  number.  I could 
have  perforrned  it.  Perhaps  I have  per- 
formed  more  than  other  people  who  are 
'thought  generous;  I Have,  however,  cer- 
tainly  not  perforrned  fo  many  as  I ought  to 
have  done,  and  was  able  to  do. 

To  my  wife  I behaved  with  tendernefs ; 
yet  I could  have  been — God  knows  how 
much — more  ufeful  to  her,  I do.  notknow 
why  I have  fo  rarely  converfed  witji  her,  who 
liftens  fo  eagerly  to  every  good  word,  on^our 
mutual  important  concerns.  -1  fear  a finful 
‘ (ommodhufnefs  bas  been  the  reafon  of  it,. 

I think,  in  general,  that  I am  not  yet  on 
a truly  chriftian  footing  with  my  wife.  There  , 
were  hours  when  I,  or  rather  when  ßie  wa^ ; 
— however,  that  true  intimacy,  that^  mutual 
concern  for  one  and  the  fameigreat  obje£l, 
is  not  yet  fufEciently  eafy  and  natural. to  us. 
VoL.  I.  T The 
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The  duty — but  this  word,  if  äddrefled  by 
a friend  to  his  moft  intimate  confidant,  is  too 
hard — the  pleafure  of  inftrufting  and  en- 
lightening  her,  of  Clearing  up,  of  combining, 
and  giving  her  ideas  a certain  felf-confiftent 
ftability,  appears  to  me  not  rarely  too  trou- 
blefome — curfed  indolence ! muft  I repeat 
again — and  not  lefs  curfed  fondnejs  for  diver- 
ßons : ye,  ye  are  the  foes  of  niy  virtue,’  and 
my  peace  of  mind. 

But  what  do  I call  diverfionf — Whatever 
makes  me  lofe  fight  of,  or  obfcures  the  end 
of  my  exiftence  and  life ; whatever  prevents 
me  from  a6Hng,  fpeaking,  and  thinking,  in 
a manner  confonant  with  my  deftination,  and 
from  performing  the  firft  and  moft  ihdifpen- 
fable  duties.  The  mofl  ferious  matters,  per- 
haps,  may  become  diverfions  for  me,  and 
thofe  which  ajilieär  moft  indifferent  are,  per- 
haps,  not  fo.  O,  my  hearf ! be  honeft  in 

fmgling 
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fingling  out  whatever  makes  me  lofe  fight  of 
the  ffi'cat  end  for  which  thou  art  defigned. 

O 

Learn  to  direft  towards  that  end,  and  to 
ufe  conformable  to  it,  the  moft  common  and 
indifferent  things,  and  even  what  concerns 
only  thy  body,  or  thy  external  profperity ; at 
the  fame  time  do  not  fuffer  the  reading  of 
the  moft  ferious  books,  nor  the  moft  virtuous 
dceds,  to  make  thee  lofe  fight  of  it,  or  to 
interrupt  thy  attention  to  thyjelf  \ for  then 
mly^  and  only  while  thou  art  obferving  thy- 
felf,  and  the  turn  of  thy  ideas  and  feelings, 
while  thou  art  fenfible  of  thy  deftiny,  only 
while  thou  art  communicating  with,  and 
paying  attention  to  thyfelf,  only  then  thou 
wilt  be  able  to  pay  a fincere  and  fixed  re- 
gard  to  the  great  end  of  thy  exiftence. — O, 
my  heart ! I know  thou  wilt  underftand  this 
language,  if  thou  art  inclined  to  do  it — do 
not  think  of  obje6fions,  bi^t  how  thou  wilt 
obey ! 

T 2 


O Lord ! 
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O Lord!  keep  my  fpirit  in  proper  bounds; 
let  my  defires  be  fubje6t  to  reafon,  and  all  my 
a6lions  to  my  confcience,  enligbtened  by  thy 
Word  and  fpirit  1 Thy  omniprefent  providence 
reprefent  to  mine  eyes  every  day  clearly,  and 
from  all  fides,  the  great  truth : that  I have 
been  placed  in  this  workl,  not  merely  on  my 
own  account,  but  rather  for  the  fake  of 
others,  and  for  the  voluntary  performance  of 
thy  will ; that  I,  neither  in  a lelfer  nor  a 
higher  degree  belong  to  myfelf,  but  that  I 
am  entirely  and  folely  thy  property  ; that  all 
my  abilities,  all  my  property,  my  fortune,  and 
every  moment  of  my  time,  belong,  to  thee^ 

that  I can  be  at  eafe  and  happy  in  the  world 

\ 

hereafter,  only  through  thee,  with  thee,  and 
in  thee.  While  thou  art  the_author  of  my 
life,  and  T am  thy  creature,  it  will  ever  be 
the  unalterable  nature  of  things,  that  I can- 
not  be  content  and  happy  but  through  thee, 
and  in  thee. 


But 
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, After  Supper,  Ten  o’Clock* 

But  I muft  not  forget,  O my  faithful  God ! 
to  recall  to  my  mind  in  a lively  manner,  be- 
fore  1 go  to^refl;  the  laft  time  in  this  month, 
all  the  important  and  particular  favours 
which  thou  haft  fliewn  me  in  the  courfe  of 
this  firft  month  of  the  year,  and  to  give  vent 
to  fentiments  of  joy  and  gratitude. 

On  running  over  my  Journal,  I find,  be- 
fides  numberlefs  general  benefa6Hons,  which 
I owe  to  thy  paternal  mercy  and  goodnefs* 
every  day  particular  and  diflinguifliing  proofs 
of  thy  indefatigable  and  tender  mercy.  How 
many  admonitions ! how  many  feelings ! how 
many  opportunities  of  doing  good  aftions  ! 
how  many  inftruaions,  fo  particularly  ufeful 
and  neceflary  to  me  !— how  much  forbear- 
ance  with  regard  to  my  tranfgreffions  ! how 
much  light  and  encouragement,  in  particular 

fituations 
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fitiiations  and  tcmptations,  have  I found  In 
thy  Word  ! how  many  opportunitics  of  get- 
ting  a better  knowledgc  of  myfelf!  how 
many  improvements  in  the  knowledge  of 
rebgion  ! and  thou,  death-bcd  of  my  deceafed 
friend  ! how  bcneficial  haft  thou  proved  to 
me — what  a durable  advantage  for  myheart 
— if  it  will  make  a proper  ufe  of  thee  ! even 
m}^  faults  .and  errors  haft  thou  rendered  be- 
neficial  to  mc. 

Satan,  or  myfelf,  frequently  thought  evil 
againft  me;  but  thou  haft  turned  it  into  good. 
How  falutary  were,  under  the  guidance  of 
thy  grace,  the  mortifications,  the  refledlions, 
prayers,  and  tears,  which  my  errors  gave  rife 
to — And  what  excellent  fentiments  haft  thou 
revived  within  me  but  a few  davs  fince!  - - 

Thanks,  fincere  thanks  to  th'ee  for  this  and 
all  üther  evident  and  ineftimable  favours 
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which  thou  haft  beftowed  upon  me,  and 

extended  to  my  family,  and  my  friends  ! — 

Thou  doeft  exceeding  abundantly  above  all 

what  we  alk,  or  think. 

O ! grant  me  the  bleffing  that  I may  forget 

thy  benefaftions  as  little  as  my  own  exift- 

ence ; that  my  heart  may  be  drawn  more 

powerfully  towards  thee ; that  my  confidence 

and  my  rejoicing  in  thee,  may  acquire,  from 

day  to  day,  more  firmnefs,  aftivity,  and  do- 

minion  over  me  ! — I cannot  lay  myfelf  down 

to  reft,  tiJl  I feel  renewed  and  liveJy  in  my 

heart,  the  refolution  to  devote  the  following 

month  more  faithfully  to  thee ; to  penetrate 

deeper  into  the  communion  with  thee  ; to 

watch  more  carefully  over  myfelf ; to  exer- 

cife  myfelf  with  more  fincerity  in  the  moft 

manly  felf-denial ; to  become  more  fenfible 

of  my  mortality  and  immortality ; to  keep 

more  firmly  and  fincerely  to  the  Gofpel,  and 
/ 

' to 
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to  weigh  every  thing  on  the  balance  of  Reve- 
lation and  Death,  as  this  fkull,  which  is  ftand- 
ing  on  the  table,  reminds  me  now.-r-Yes! 
henceforward — henceforward— ^(I  vow  it  to 

Ihee,'  my  omniprefent,  invifible  Father,  in 

\ 

this’filent  hour  of  wife  and  tranquil  medita? 
tion)  henceforward  I will  endeavour  to  exer- 
cife  myfelf  daily,  to  weigh  all  my  aftions, 
words,  _thoughts,  and  wifhes  on  the  balance 
of  Scriplure  and  Death.  Thou  who  heareft 
my  vows,  hear  alfo  my  fincere  wiflaes  to 
fiilfil  them  ? 


END  OF  THE  FIRST  VOLUME. 
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